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PUBLISHERS' NOTE 

*•* Im 1888-9 Robert Browning gave his personal 
supervision to the issue of his works in an edition 
of sixteen volumes, to which in 1894 was added a 
seventeenth volume, being "Asolando," the woric 
first published in December 1889, the month in 
which the poet died. 

A complete edition in two volumes appeared in 
1896, edited by Mr. Augustine Birrell; whilst in 
1912 was issued the Centenary Edition in ten vol- 
umes, under Sir Frederic Kenyon's editorship. To 
this edition were added ten poems, from various 
soim:es, that had not been included before in a 
collected edition of his works. 

At the dispersal of the Browning Collections in 
May 1913 — rendered necessary by the death of the 
poet's only son, Robert Barrett Browning, which 
occurred at Asolo on July 8, 191a — twelve new 
poems by Robert Browning and numerous MSS. 
by Mrs. Browning were brought to %ht. Of these, 
the more important have since been published in the 
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vi PUBLISBESS' NOTE 

CornhiU Magazine, while others, by Mrs. Browning, 
the M SS. of which had passed into the collection of 
Mr. Thomas J. Wise, were printed by him, with the 
sanction of Messrs. Smith, Elder & Co., as owners 
of the copyright, iu a series of little volumes issued 
in a limited edition of thirty copies each for private 
circulation. 

TTie piesent volume is deseed to preserve this 
new material in a permanent form and to enable 
those who possess editions of Robert Browning's 
works or of Mrs. Browning's works to complete 
those editions. To the twelve new poems by Robert 
Browning have been added ten that are, at present, 
to be found in the Centenary Edition only; whilst 
seven more have been included from various other 
sources, making a total of twenty-nine poems 
altogether. 

Five of the ^ new poems by Mrs. Browning 
that are given here are representative of much of 
her earlier work that rmiains unpublished; the 
axth, "To Robert L3^ton," is of later date and is 
a tribute of some importance. 

Notes have been prefixed to all the poems col- 
lected here giving what is known of their history, 
both literary and bibliographical. 
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PUBLISHERS' NOTE vii 

As regards Mrs. Browning's critidsms, in detail, 
of her husband's poetry, made before their marriage, 
the words are appended which Sir Frederic Kenyon 
wrote with reference to this unique MS. and to the 
Browning Collections generally in the CornhiU 
Magazine, for August 1913. 

Nmember 1914. 
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OF THE BROWNING MSS. 

The sale room of Messrs. Sotheby, Wilkinson 
and Hodge in the first week of May 1913 was a 
melancholy sight for the lovers of English literature. 
On the hundred and first anniversary of Robert 
Browning's birth, a large portion of his library, 
containing many volumes presented to him and his 
wife by friends, relations, and admirers, and many 
with their own autograph insaiptions, were dis- 
persed under the auctioneer's hammer. The next 
day their personal relics — ^photographs, busts, 
chairs, tables, inkstands, blotting books, pen- 
wipers, Mrs. Browning's watch, a locket with 
Milton's hair, and the love token which formed the 
subject of the Sonnet from the Portuguese begin- 
ning "I never gave a lock of hair away"— passed 
through the same unsympathetic medium — ^it 
may be hoped, into the keeping of those who will 
cherish them with fitting affection. Two days 
earlier, a crowded room witnessed the sight of rival 
dealers competing for the autograph MSS. of 
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X OF THE BROWmNG MSS. 

"Aim)ra Leigh," of the Sonnets from the Portu- 
guese," and, most intimate and sacred of all, the 
love-letters of the two poets; to be informed after- 
wards that they had been purchased by the victors 
in the several duels, not on commission for devoted 
admirers of Robert and Elizabeth Browning, but as 
articles to be placed in their stock and disposed 
of to the first purchaser prepared to pay the price 
to which this competition had forced them up. 

It was a sorry sight; and yet it was one not for 
which any of those who were concerned in the sale 
as principals could be blamed. So far as could be' 
as<%rtained, all the nearest relations on both sides 
were anxious to avoid a sale, and particularly 
a public sale, and would have been prepared, if a 
sale were inevitable, that at any rate the most 
personal and intimate objects should pass into 
some national collection, as a perman^t memorial 
of the two poets. But amid the tangle of different 
interests, the claims of creditors, the advice of 
lawyers and auctioneers, sentiment bad small 
chance in competition with legal safety, and a 
public sale could not be averted. With the results, 
at any rate the creditors will be satisfied, and pre- 
sumably the lawyers, auctioneers, and dealers will 
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OF THE BSOWmNG MSS. zi 

have no cause to complaiQ; and with this modicum 
of satisfaction one must be content. 

Perhaps one may find other grounds of consola- 
tion. The disposal of the minor volumes in the 
poet's library will, no doubt, have enabled many of 
the devotees of Robert Browning to secure as 
mementos books which once belonged to him, and 
which bear inscriptions in his handwriting. The 
larger manuscripts were few in number. ITierewas, 
of course, first of all in sentimental interest, the 
wonderful coUection of those 284 letters which 
Robert Browning wrote to Elizabeth Barrett 
between January 10, 1845, and September 19, 1846, 
and the 287 which he received from her during the 
same period. These, so far as is at present publicly 
known, await a purchaser who will make a sufficioit 
advance on the £6550 for which they were knocked 
down by Messrs. Sotheby. There was the MS. of 
Robert Browning's last volume, "Asolando," 
purchased for £990 — it is understood for America. 
There were two copies, one perfect and one im- 
perfect, of the "Sonnets from the Portuguese," 
Elizabeth Barrett's high-water mark in poetry, 
and there was the complete MS. of "Aurora Leigh," 
which Ruskin declared to be the greatest poem in 
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the English lai^uage. Further, there were several 
hundreds of Mrs. Browning's letters, before and 
after marriage, to various correspondents, of which 
the cream has, no doubt, in the main been skimmed 
off for previous publication, but of which many 
remain unpublished. With r^ard to the "Aso- 
lando" volume, which the poet intended to go to 
BaUiol College, with the rest of his MSS. from 
"Balaustion" to the "Parieyings," and which his 
son retained only for his own lifetime, one may 
regret that their expressed desire has been baulked 
of its fulfilment; but with respect to the others, 
however much one may wish that they amid have 
remained in England, it is only fair to remember 
that America, where ^predation of both poets, 
and especially of Robert Browning, was earlier and 
more enthusiastic than in England, has earned the 
right to possess any of these relics which she cares 
to acquire, and will respect them not less than they 
would have been respected here. Readers of Mrs. 
Browning's letters will not doubt that both of them 
would have gladly recognised the claims of America 
in this respect. And it is to be remembered, finally, 
that the two greatest MSS. of all, the complete 
"Ring and the Book" and the copy of the "Sonnets 
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from the Portuguese" which Mrs. Browning gave 
to her husband in the early days of their marriage 
(pushing them into liis pocket and hastily retiring 
from the room), which were until recently in the 
hands to which they were given by the poet and by 
the poet's son — those of the late Mrs. George 
Murray Smith, the wife of Browning's publisher 
and most valued friend — are still treasured in her 
family. It is also good to know that the surviving 
copyright in all things Brownii^ now belongs to 
the firm which have been the Browning publishers 
since 1868, Smith, Elder & Co. 

But among the minor manuscripts were many 
which have a literary as well as a sentimental in- 
terest. One m^ht perhaps wish that the impub- 
lished verses of both poets had been destroyed by 
them out of hand when once the decision had been 
taken not to publish them. Such waifs and strays 
are a permanent difficulty to editors. If the author 
is sufficiently eminent, publication of everything 
of his that remains above ground is eventually 
inevitable, and an editor is torn between the natural 
desire to make his edition complete, and his equally 
natural reluctance to print matter whidi is not 
worthy of its author, and which the author himself 
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did not consider worthy of publication. The ulti- 
mate solution is probably some limbo of an appendix, 
which can be searched once for all by the curious 
and then left to its obscurity. Yet even in such an 
outer darkness one does not care to meet Brown- 
ii^'s freakish rhymes to "rhinoceros" or "Tim- 
buctoo"; while it is an injustice to two, if not three, 
of the stars of our Victorian literature to r^rint, 
at any time or in any place, the "Lines to Edward 
FitzGerald." 

One littie group of manuscripts, however, in the 
delicate handwriting of Mrs. Browning, has a 
special interest, personal and Uterary, and its 
publication can do no harm to anyone. In Sep- 
tember and October 1845 Robert Browning was 
engaged in preparing for the press the poems which 
were published in November as Part VII of Ms 
"Bells and Pomegranates," under the general 
tide of "Dramatic Romances and Lyrics." Five 
of them had previously appeared in Hood's Maga- 
zine during 1844 and the spring of 1845, and these 
had come to Miss Barrett's notice in July; tiie rest 
were sent to her in manuscript and proof in the 
course of the autumn. Her critidsms were asked 
f<H- honestly and were sent loyally; and they he 
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before us now in these little sheets. They are not 
criticisms in the larger sense of the term, not ap- 
preciations of the general scheme of the poans, but 
merely suggestiims for verbal alterations, the little 
queries which a friend may make of a friend's 
work, especially when the critic is himself (or her- 
self, as in this instance) a poet Those who do not 
care for the minutife of poetic production, or are 
content with the result without inquiring as to the 
means, will have no concern with these; but some 
of those whose interests are bound up with the 
poetry of Robert Browning may care to see how 
the poet who was afterwards to be his wife helped 

Those who have any acquaintance with the 
bibliography of Browning's poetry (and some such 
acquaintance is really essential to an understanding 
of the development of his genius, since the familiar 
classification of the shorter poems has obscured 
their chronolc^cal order) know that the ori^nal 
"Dramatic Romances and Lyrics" of 1845 are a 
very different group of poems from the "Dramatic 
Romances" as they appear in every edition after 
1863. Part Vn of "Bells and Pomegranates" 
consisted of twenty-one poems. Of these, only six 
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remained under the heading of "Dramatic Ro- 
mances" in 1863. Thirteen were transferred to 
the "Dramatic Lyrics/' and two to "Men and 
Women," where we still find them to-day. Of the 
original twenty-one, twelve receive annotations 
from Miss Barrett in the papers now before us, in 
addition to "A Soul's Tragedy" and "Luria," 
which formed the eighth and last part of "Bells 
and Pomegranates," published a few months 
later, in April 1846. These twelve poems include 
the five which had previously appeared in Hood's 
Magazine ("The Tomb at St. Praxed's," "TTie 
Flower's Name," "Sibrandus Schafnaburgensis," 
"TheLaboratory," and "TheBoyand the Angel"), 
together with "How they brought the Good News," 
"Pictor Ignotus," "Italy in England, " "England in 
Italy," "The Confessional," "Saul," and "Time's 
Revenges." In addition, some comments (but 
of a more general nature) on "The Lost Leader," 
"The Lost Mistress," "Home Thoughts from 
Abroad," "The Flight of the Duchess," "Earth's 
Immortalities," "Nay, but you who do not love 
her," "N^ht and Morning," "Claret and Tokay," 
and "The Glove," which constitute the rest of the 
volume, appear in the published letters, and so 
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complete Miss Barrett's critidsms on the whole 
group of poems. 

These critidsms for the most part relate to small 
details of phiase or rhythm. It is curious to find 
Elizabeth Barrett, whose ear, to judge from her 
own poetry, was not remarkably sensitive, critids- 
ii^ the imperfect rhythm of Robert Browning. 
But Miss Barrett was a better critic than poet at 
this period (which, be it remembered, was before 
the "Sonnets from the Portuguese" and "Aurora 
I.dgh"); and it is rather in imperfect rhymes than 
in defective rhythms that her ear is mostly at fault. 
On the other hand. Browning in his earlier lyrics 
had a certain staccato jerkiness, of which he sub- 
sequently cured himself; and most readers will 
agree that his correspondent's critidsms were 
justified. Miss Barrett's notes upon "Saul" 
wiU illustrate this point, and at the same time 
furnish a fair sample of her comments in general: 

"Nor till from his tent 

Would you not rather write 'until,' here, to break 
the course of monosyllables, with another reason? 

"For in the black mid-tent silence 
Thne drear days — 



fbyGoogIc 



XViii OF THE BROWNING MSS. 

A word seems omitted before 'silence' — and the 
short line is too short to the ear — not to say that 
'drear days' con^ires against 'dread ways' found 
afterwards. And the solemn flow of the m lines 
should be uninterrupted, I think. 

"The entrance of David into the tent is very 
visible and characteristic, — and you see his youth- 
fulness in the activity of it — and the rqwtition of 
the word 'foldskirts' has an Hebraic efEect. 

"But soon I descried 
Something more black than the blackness. 

Should it not be 'A something' — ^more definitely? 
And the rhythm cries aloud for it, it seems to me, 

"The vast, upright — 

Quaere — '/fe upright' . . . for rhythm. 

"Then a sunbeam bm«t thio' the blind toit-ioof 
Showed Saul 

Now, will you think whether to enforce the ad- 
mirable effect of your sudden sunbeam, this first 
line shall not be rendered more rapid by the re- 
moval of the dogging epithet 'blind* — which you 
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repeat, too, I believe, farther on in the next page? 
Wltat if you tried the line thus, 
"Then a sunbeam that bust throu^ the tent'^Dof— 
Showed Saull 

The manifestation in the short line appears to me 
completer from the rapidity being increased in the 
long one. I only ask. It is simply an impression. 
I have told you how very fine I do think all this 
showing of Saul by the sunbeam — and how, the 
more you come to see him, the finer it is. The 'all 
heavily hangs,' as applied to the king-seipent, you 
quite feel in your muscles. 

"The breaking of the band of lilies round the harp 
is a relief and refreshment in itself after that 
dreadful sight. And then how beautifully true 
it is that the song should begin so . . . with the 
sheq) — 

"As one after one 
Dodle they come to the pen door — 

But the rhythm should not interrupt itself where 
the she^ come docilely — and is not a word 
wanted ... a pliable rather . . . before that 
'Dodle?' Will you consider? 

"'The long grasses stiBing the water' . . . How 
beautiful that isl 
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"One after one seeks its lodging 
As star follows star 
Into the blue far above us, 
— So blue and so farl 

It appears to me that the two long lines require a 
syllable each at (he beginning, to keep the proces- 
sion of sheep uninterrupted. The ear expects to 
read every long and short line, in the sequence of 
this metre, as one long line, — and where it caimot 
do so, a loss ... an abruption ... is felt — and 
there shoiUd be nothing abrupt in the movement 
of these pastoral, starry images — do you think so? 
Is it not Goethe who compares the stars to sheep? 
Which you reverse here. 

"Would we might help thee, my brother? 

Why not, 'Oh, would/ &c. — ^it throws a wail ioto 
the line, and swells the rhythm r^htly, I think. 

"Next she whom we count 
The beauty, the piide of our dwelling — 

Why not 'For the beauty' or 'As the beauty'? 

"But I stopped-^or here, in the darkness 
Saul groaned. 

Very fine — and the preceding images full of beauty 
and characteristic life! — but in this long line, I 



fbyGoogIc 



OF THE BSOWNING MSS. XXl 

just ask if the rhythm woiild gain by repeating 
'here* . . . thus . . . 

"But I sbo^ bete — for here in the darkness — 

I just ask, being doubtful 

"And the shaking of the tent from the shudder of 
the king . . . what effect it aU has! — and I like 
the jewels waking in his turban! 

"So the head— but the body stirred not. 

If you wrote 'So the head — but the body . . . 
thai stirred not' — ^Just see the context. 

"The water was wont to go warbling 
Softly and well. 

Is not a syllable wanted at the beginning of the 
short Une, to make the water warble softly . . . 
'right softly'? 

"And heard her faint tongue 
Join in, wliile it could, to the witness — 

Would ' joining in ' be better to the ear? 

"And promise and wealth for the future 

I think you meant to write 'the' before promise. 
"All I said about the poem in my note, I think 
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more and more. Full of power and beauty it is — 
and the conception, very striking. „p n » » 

That is one little batch of notes, one morning's 
work, it may be, of the invalid lying on her back 
on her couch, and writiiig in her tiny hand on tiny 
sheets of note-paper — ^for, as she said, she was a 
small woman, and liked to have small things about 
her. The reader who will take the pains to compare 
the criticisms with the poem as it stands to-day 
(remembering that, in its original form, it was 
printed in alternate long and short lines, in pla<% of 
the uniform long lines to which we are accustomed) 
will see that in ahnost every case Browning had the 
wisdom to accept his critic's suggestions. It was 
the most useful form of criticism — accepting and 
admiring the general conception and treatment, 
but suggesting minor improvements in detail which 
could be adopted without difficulty. The criticism 
which begins by telling a poet to alter his whole 
method is rarely of any use. 

It would be tedious to go through the other poems 
in detail. In the lyric poems Miss Barrett's criti- 
cisms are mostly directed to improvements in 
rhythm and the ronoval of small obscurities. In 
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"Luria," on the other hand, she did good service 
by discouraging a trick of inversion, and pointing 
out the greater force given by directness. No one 
who knows this noble poem will question the in- 
feriority of the first form of these lines (Act I, 
U. 139-142)— 

If in the strug^ when the soldier's sword 
Before the statist's hand should sink its point, 
And to the calm head yield the violent hand, 
Virtue on virtue still have fallen away . . . 

to the simple, directer form in which they now 
stand. "Tellmeif an air of stiffness is not given by 
such unnecessary inversions," says the critic in 
another instance; and again, when she has set 
straight another contorted phrase, "You allow the 
reader to see at a glance what otherwise he will 
seek studiously." This is a pregnant phrase, 
which Browning in later years might have done 
weU to bear in mind. Not that the want of direct- 
ness in some of the later poems, as compared with 
these of the Italian period, is to be attributed to the 
loss of his wife's correcting hand; for we know that 
the married poets made a point of keeping their 
work independent and apart until it was ready 
for the press. Nevertheless, the lesson indicated 
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by these few criticisms seems to have borne fruit 
in the greater clarity of the poems published be- 
tween 1845 and 1864 ("Dramatis Persona:"), and 
was not always forgotten afterwards. 

A few more general expressions of opinion may 
be quoted in conclusion. Of " Sibrandus Schafna- 
burgensis," that delightful story of vengeance on a 
pedant, Miss Barrett writes: 

Do you know that this poem is a great favourite with 
me — it is so new, and full of a creeping, crawling, grotesque 
life. Ah, but ... do yon know, besides, it is almost re* 
proachable in you to hold up John Knox to derision in this 
way I 

Of "The Tomb at St Praxed's" (as the poem was 
originally called, of which Ruskin said that he knew 
no other piece of modem English in which there is 
so much told of the Renaissance spirit) : 

Hiis is a wonderful poem, I think, and classes with those 
works of yours which show most power . . . most un- 
questionable genius in the high sense. You force your 
reader to sympathise positively in his glory in being buried. 

She notices also "the rushing and hurrying life 
of the descriptions" in "England in Italy" (with 
its alternative title "Autimin at Sorrraito"), 
"tossed in one upon another like the grape bunches 
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in the early part, and not kept under by ever so 
much breathless effort on the poet's part," and adds 
"For giving the sense of Italy, it is worth a whole 
library of travel-books." Of the companion poem, 
"Italy in England," which Mazzini read to his 
fellow-exiles as a proof that at least one English- 
man sympathised with them, she says: "I like the 
simphdty of the great-heartedness of it (though 
perhaps half-Saxon in character), with the Italian 
scenery all around — it is very impressive." 

It is not always easy for the first critic of a new 
poem (and Browning's were so new that nothing 
like them, except the "Dramatic Lyrics" in Part 
m of the "Bells and Pomegranates," had ever ap- 
peared in English hterature) to hit on just the 
features to which its ultimate reputation is due; 
but Miss Barrett does so again and again with 
unerring touch. Of "Pictor Ignotus" she says: 
"This poem is so fine, so full of power, as to claim 
every possible attention to the working of it: it 
begins greatly, grandly, and ends so, — the winding 
up winds up the soul of it. The versification too 
is noble ... I cannot tell you how much it im- 
presses me." And she appredates fully the verve 
and vigour of the great ride from Ghent to Aix : 
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You have the very trampling and breathing of the horses 
all through — and the sentiment is left in its right place, 
through all the physical force and display ... I know 
you must be proud of the poem, and nobody can forget it 
who has looked at it once. ... By the way, how the 
"galloping" is a good galloping word! And how you felt 
it, and took the effect up and dilated it by rq>eating it 
over and over in your first stanza . . , doubling, folding 
one upon another, the hoof-tieads. 

The textual criticism of Browning cannot have 
quite the same value as that of an artist in words, 
such as Tennyson, the lessons of whose fastidious 
taste are so well brought out in his son's biography. 
Nevertheless there is interest in tracing the develop- 
ment of his power of self-expression from the turbid 
waters of "Pauline" and the tangled thickets of 
"Sordello" up to the supreme mastery of thought 
and phrase which marks the fifty "Men and 
Women" of 1855, iind which endured through the 
finest poems of "Dramatis Personse" to the best 
books of "The Ring and the Book." And in the 
fragments of the story which have here been ofifered 
to the sympathetic reader there is the further in- 
terest that they form an episode in the beautiful 
idyll of the love of Elizabeth Barrett and Robert 
Browning. FREDERIC G. KENYON. 
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Of the Browning MSS. By Sir Frederic G. Keayon, 
K.C.B.,LL.D 



POEMS BY ROBERT BROWNING 
The Fiest-Bden o? Egypt (1836) 
The Dance of Death (1826) .... 
With a note on "The Earliest Poems of Robert 
Browning" by Bertram Dobell . 

Sonnet (1834), 

"Eyes calm beside thee (Lady, could'st thou 
know!)" 
A FoEEST Thought (1837) .... 
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NEW POEMS 



THE FIRST-BOSN OF EGYPT 

[Robert Browning destroyed much of his veiy eariy 
work; this poem and the one that follows it are the only 
surviving examples. They were written in his fourteenth 
, year, and we are indebted for their preservation to Miss 
Sarah Flower (afterwards Mrs. Adams, author of "Nearer, 
my God, to Thee "), who copied out the two poems in a letter 
addressed to William Johnson Fox in 1827 (see p. 18). This 
letter was brought to light at the sale of the Browning Col- 
lections in 1913, being purchased with other papers by 
Mr. Bertram DobelL Both the writer of the letter and its 
Fcc^uent were friends of the youthful poet. Hie poems 
were first printed, in an ardde by Mi. Bertram Dobell, in 
the ConMil Magadne for January, 1914.) 

That night came on in Egypt witli a step 
So cahnly stealing in the gorgeous train 
Of sunset glories flooding the pale clouds 
Wth liquid gold, until at length the glow 
Sank to its shadowy impulse and soft sleep 
Bent o'er the world to curtain it from life — 

Vitality was hushed beneath her wing — 

Pomp sought his couch of purple — care-worn grief 
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Flung slumber's mantle o'er him. At that hour 
He in whose brain the burning fever fiend 
Held revelry — bis hot cheek tum'd awhile 
Upon the cooler piUow. In his cell 
The captive wrapped him in his squalid rags, 
And sank amid his straw. Circean sleep! 
Bathed in thine opiate dew false hope vacates 
Her seat in the sick soul, leaving awhile 
Her dreamy fond imaginings — pale fear 
His wild misgivings, and the warm life-springs 
Flow in their wonted channels — and the train— 
The harpy train of care forsakes the heart. 

Was it the pasang sigh of the night wind 

Or some lorn spirit's wail — that moaning cry 

That struck the ear? 'tis hushed — no! it swells on 

On — as the thunder peal when it essays 

To wreck the summer sky — that fearful shriek 

Still it increases — 'tis the dolorous plaint, 

The death cry of a nation — 

It was a fearful thing— that hour of night. 
I have seen many climes, but that dread hour 
Hath left its burning impress on my soul 
Never to be erased. Not the loud crash 



fbyCooglc 



THE FU^T-SORN OF EGYPT $ 

When the shuddering forest swings to the red bolt 

Or march of the fell earthquake when it whelms 

A city in its yawning gulf, could quell 

That deep voice of despair. Pliaraoli arose 

Startled from slumber, and in anger sought 

The reason of the mighty rushing throng 

At that dark hour around the palace gates, 

— ^And then he dashed his golden crown away 

And tore his hair in frenzy when be knew 

That Egypt's heir was dead — From every home, 

The marbled mansion of regality 

To the damp dxmgeon's walls — gay pleasure's seat 

And poverty's lone hut, that cry was heard 

As guided by the Seraph's vengeful arm 

The hand of death held on its withering course, 

Blighting the hopes of thousands. — 

I sought the street to gaze upon the grief 
Of congregated Egypt — there the slave 
Stood by him late his master, for that hour 
Made vain the world's distinctions — for coidd 

wealth 
Or power arrest the woe? — Some were there 
As sculptured marble from the quarry late 
Of whom the foot first m the floating dance, 
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The glowing cheek hued with the deep'ning flush 
In the night revel — told the young and gay. 
No kindly moisture dewed their stony eye, 
Or damp'd their ^stly glare — for they felt not. 
The chain of torpor bound around the heart 
Had stifled it for ever. Tears stole down 
The furrow'd channels of those withered cheeks 
Whose fount had long been chiU'd, but that night's 

term 
Had loosed the springs — ^for 'twas a fearful thing 
To see a nation's hope so blasted. One 
Press'd his dead child unto his heart— no spot 
Of livid plague was nigh — ^no purple cloud 
Of scathing fever — and he struck his brow 
To rouse himself from that wfld phantasy 
Deeming it but a vision of the night. 
/ marked one old man with fns only son 
Lifeless witftin Hs arms — his withered hand 
Wandering o'er the features of his child 
Bidding him [u>ake] from that long dreary sleep, 
And lead his old blind father from the crowd 
To the green meadows^ — but he answer'd not; 

> It is to be presumed that these lines were thus italldsed 
by Miss Flower because she wished to draw Mr. Fox's at- 
tention to thran as being particulaily good. 
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And then the terrible truth flash'd on his brain, 
And when the throng roll'd on some bade him rise 
And cling not so unto the dead one there, 
Nor voice nor look made answer — he was gone. 
But one thought chain'd the powers of each mind 
Amid that night's felt horror — each one owned 
In silence the dread majesty — the might 
Of Israel's God, whose red band bad avenged 
His servants' cause so fearfully. 
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THE DANCE OF DEATH 

And as they footed it around, 

They sang their triumphs o'er mankind I 

deStad. 
FEVER 

Bow to me, bow to me; 

Follow me in my burning breath. 

Which brings as the simoom destruction and death. 

My spirit lives in the hectic glow 

When I bid the life streams tainted flow 

In the fervid sun's deep brooding beam 

When seething vapours in volumes steam, 

And they fall — the young, the gay — as the flower 

'Neath the fiery wind's destructive power. 

This day I have gotten a noble prize — 

There was one who saw the morning rise. 

And watch'd fair Cynthia's golden streak 

Kiss the misty mountain peak. 

But I was there, and my pois'nous flood 

Envenom'd the gush of the youth's warm blood. 

They hastily bore him to his bed, 

But o'er him death his swart pennons spread: 
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The skilled leech's art was v^, 
Delirium revelled in each vein. 
I mark'd each deathly change in him; 
I watch'd his lustrous eye grow dim, 
The purple cloud on his deep swol'n brow. 
The gathering death sweat's dully flow, 
The dull dense film obscure the eye, 
Heard the last quick gasp and saw him die. 

PESTILENCE 

My spirit has past on the lightning's wing 

O'er dty and land with its withering; 

In the crowded street, in the flashing hall 

My tramp has been heard: tliey are lonely alL 

A nation has swept at my summons away 

As mists before the glare of day. 

See how proudly reigns my hand 

In the black'ning heaps on the surf-beat strand 

[Where] ' the rank grass grows in deserted streets 

[Where] the terrified stranger no passer meets 

[And all] around the putrid air 

[Gleams] lurid and red in Erinnys stare 

Where silence reigns, where late swell'd the lute, 

Thrilling lyre, meUifluous flute. 

' Paper removed where uakd. 
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There if my prowess ye would know 
Seek ye — and bow to your rival low. 



Bow to me, bow to me; 

My influence is in the freeang deeps 

Where the icy power of torpor sleeps, 

Where the frigid waters flow 

My marble chair is more cold below; 

When the Grecian brav'd the Hellespont's flood 

How did I curdle his fever'd blood, 

And sent his love in tumescent wave 

To meet with her lover an early grave. 

When Hellas' victor sought the rush 

Of the river to lave in its cooling gush, 

Did he not feel my iron clutch 

When he fainted and sank at my algid touch? 

These are the least of the trophies I claim — 

Bow to me then, and own my fame. 

UAOKESS 

Hear ye not the gloomy yelling 
Or the tide of anguish swelling. 
Hear ye the clank of fetter and chain, 
Hear ye the wild cry of grief and pain, 



fbyGoogIc 



THE DJNCE OF DEATH l. 

Followed by the shuddering laugh, 

As when fiends the Ufe blood quaS? 

See! see that band, 

See how their bursting eyeballs gleam. 

As the tier's when crouched in the jungle's lair, 

In India's sultry land. 

Now they aie seized in the rabies fell. 

Hark! 'tis a shriek as from fiends of hell; 

Now there is a plaining moan, 

As the flow of the sullen river — 

List! there is a hollow groan. 

Doth it not make e'en you to shiver — 

These are they struck of the barbs of my quiver. 

Slaves before my haughty throne, 

Bow then, bow to me alone. 

CONSmiPTION 

Tis for me, 'tis for me; 

Mine the prize of Death must be; 

My spirit is o'er the young and gay 

As on snowy wreaths in the bright noonday 

They wear a melting and vermdUe flush 

E'en while I bid their pulses hush, 

Hueing o'er their dying brow 

With the ^ring (?) of health's best roseate glow 
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When the !over watches the full dark eye 

Robed in tints of ianthine dye, 

Beaming eloquent as to declare 

The passions that deepen the glories there. 

The frost in its tide of dazzling whiteness, 

As Juno's brow of crystal brightness, 

Such as the Grecian's hand couW give 

When he bade the sculptured marble "live," 

The ruby suffusii^ the Hebe cheek, 

The pulses that love and pleasure speak 

Can his fond heart claim but another day, 

And tiie loathsOTue wonn on her form shall prey. 

She is scathed as the tender flower, 

When mildews o'er its chalice lour. 

Tell me not of her balmy breath. 

Its ride shall be shut in the fold of death; 

Tell me not of her honied lip, 

The reptile's fangs shall its fragrance s^ 

Then will I say triumphanUy 

Bow to the deadliest — bow to me! 
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When I was writing my "Sidelights on Charles 
Lamb," I happened in the course of my search for 
materials to look through the voltune of The 
Monthly Repository for 1835. Therein I foimd, 
with other matter on my subject, an article en- 
titled "An Evening with Charles I*amb and 
Coleridge," overthesignature"S.Y." Ifoundthis 
so interesting from its vivid and sympathetic 
sketches of the two authors that I searched the , 
volume for other writings with the same signature. 
I found that "S. Y." was a frequent contributor 
of verse and prose to the magazine. In all these 
contributions I recognized the work of a mind 
"touched to fine issues," and I became very curi- 
ous as to the personality hidden behind the mask 
"S. Y." I felt assured the 'writer could not be 
altogether unknown to fame; but I could find no 
clue that would connect him — or her — with any 
known author. I was particularly struck with the 
excellence of the various poems by "S. Y.," and 



fbyGoogIc 



14 ffEff' POEMS 

when I printed "An Evening with Charles Lamb 
and Coleridge" in my book, I printed also a poem 
"Morning, Noon, and Night" which I then thought 
— and still think — worthy of being included in any 
anthology of English verse. ^ 

Some time after the publication of my book t 
was informed — I cannot now remember by whom — 
that "S. Y. " stood for "Sally," the usual agnature 
in letters to friends and relatives of Mrs. Sarah 
Flower Adams, well known as the author of what 
is now, perhaps, the most popular hymn in our 
language, "Nearer, my God, to Thee"; but other- 
wise, save to a very few, practically unknown. The 
fame she has hitherto enjoyed, despite its narrow 
limits, has yet been of a not tmenviable kind; for 
it would be impossible to name any poem, not of a 
religious character, which is so often in the minds 
and on the lips of humanity as the hymn which I 
have mentioned. It is one which, like Newman's 
"Lead, kindly Light," can never fall into disuse; 
since its appeal is universal and does not dq>end 
upon any doctrine which may not be subscribed to 
by the members of any church or creed. 

Eliza and Sarah Flower were the daughters of 
> It has found its way into at least one anthology. 
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Benjamin Flower, a printer, and a man of liberal 
opinions, at a time wlien the cq)en avowal of such 
opinions was extremely likely to lead to unpleasant 
consequences. He was the publisher of The Cam- 
bridge InkMigettcer, in which paper some of Cole- 
ridge's poems first appeared, and to which, when he 
discontinued his Wakhman, the poet recommended 
his readers to subscribe. Some disrespectful re- 
marks, which were printed in the paper, upon 
Bishop Watson, then famous as the Church's 
champion against Faine's Age of Reas<m, were 
construed as a breach of the privileges of the House 
of Lords, and the unfortunate publisher was con- 
demned to six months' imprisonment and a fine of 
a hundred pounds. Yet this seeming misfortune 
was, it appears, something like a blessing in dis- 
guise. Eliza Gould, a Devon schoolmistress, and a 
reader of The InteUigencer, found herself compelled 
to choose between giving up her school or giving 
up her newspaper. She was a woman of spirit, and 
chose rather to sacrifice her school than her liberal 
opinions. She visited Flower in prison, with the 
result that a mutual affection sprang up between 
them; and this led, on his release, to their marriage. 
She became in 1803 the mother of Eliza, and in 
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1805 of Sarah Flower. Like hei daughters, she was 
destined to an eaily death: she passed away in 1810. 
The Flower sisters, it appears, had become ac- 
quainted with the Browning family through a 
mutual friend, a Miss Sturtevant. This happened 
in 1827, or it may be a year or so earlier. Robert 
Browning was then between fourteen and fifteen 
years of age; and the sisters, naturally enough, took 
much interest in the "boy Genius." He had 
already written a "book full" of verse, which he 
had entitled "Incondita," and which he was "mad 
to publish." His mother showed this book to the 
Eosters; and Eliza Flower, it is said, admired the 
book so much that she copied out the whole of it. 
But perhaps I had better quote from Mrs. Orr's 
life of Browning her accotmt of this matter: 

The young author gave his work the title of "Incon- 
dita," which conveyed a ceitEun idea of depreciation. Be 
was, nevertheless, very anxious to see it in print; and his 
father and mother, poetry lovers of the old school, also 
found in it sufficient merit to justify its publication. No 
publisher, however, could be found; and we can easily 
believe that he soon afterwards destroyed the little manu- 
script, in some mingled reaction of disappointment and 
disgust. But his mother, meanwhile, had shown it to an 
acquaintance of hers, Miss Flower, who herself admired 
its contents so much as to make a o>py of them for the 
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inspection of her friend, the well-known Unitarian minister, 
Mr. W. J. Fox. The copy was transmitted to Mr. Brown- 
ing after Fox's death, by his daughter, Mrs. Bridell Fox; 
and this, if no other, was in existence in 1871, when, at 
his urgent request, that lady also returned to him a frag- 
ment of verse contained in a letter from Miss Sarah Flower. 
Nor was it till much later that a friend, who had earnestly 
begged for a sight of it, definitely heard of its destruction. 
The fragment, which doubtless shared the same fate, was, 
I am told, a direct imitation of Coleridge's "Fire, Famine 
and Slaughter." 

Mrs. Orr wrote the above from the best infor- 
mation then available; but her statement can now 
be amplified. It may be true that Eliza Flower 
copied out the whole of the "Incondita" volume 
for Mr. Fox's inspection; but it is certain that it 
was not she, but her sister, who first introduced 
the poems — or at least two of them — to Mr. Fox's 
notice. We shall see, too, that the letter of Sarah 
Flower is, fortunately, still in existence, and that 
it contains, not "a fragment of verse," but two 
complete poems, of quite suf&cient length to show 
of what the young poet was then capable. Nor is 
the fragment spoken of a direct imitation of Cole- 
ridge's "Fire, Famine and Slaughter." It may 
have been suggested by it; but it cannot fairly be 
called a mere imitation. 
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Extract tkou a Letter erou Sarah Flowek (aree- 
WARDS Mrs. Adaus, Author or "Nearer, uy God, 
TO Thee") to Wiluah Johnson Fox. 
Daiston 

May 31st {iSi?). 
"What in the name of fortune is the girl going to do 
with this tiemendoua sheet of paper?" Now diead the 
worst my dear Mr. Fox but suspend your judgment one 
minute — now in reward you shall hear what a delicious 
treat you may expect when you have turned over a new 
leaf. Now do not peep. Yes you may just take one, only 
one. I do most positively forbid your reading that Genius's 
poetry tho' I grant it looks very tempting until you have 
waded thro' the prosy part. Nol No! I am quite too 
cunning foi that. So now having done as they do with 
children ( — there — take your phy^ there's a good child 
and then you shall have something Oh so nice afterwards), 
shall I tell you whose mine these gems come fromP— and 
yet I wish they were mine with all my soul — and I'm sure 
it would be worth all my soul if they were — "Bah " — forgive 
me and if you knew what a bad muddling cold I have had 
you would — Theyare"theboy"Browning'Ba(. 14 — and so 
they as weU as he can speak for themselves. 

I do not know of any equally promising work by 
one who was no older than Browning at the time 
these poems weie written; unless indeed it was that 
of his future wife, whose epic of "The Battle of 
Marathon" was a still more juvenile productioD. 
Shelley, at about the same age, was still in his witch, 
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hobgoblin, and Minerva Press period, and had 
written nothing but wild and incoherent rhapsodies 
from which no favourable forecast ol his future 
achievements could possibly have been derived. 
The feeling we should have fgr his early writings 
would be scHDething like contempt, if we did not 
know that they were the necessary prelude to "The 
Cend" and "Prometheus Unbound." But we 
can have no such feeling about "The First-born of 
Egypt," or "The Dance of Death." Faulty they 
may be, but there is evidence enough in them that 
their author had within him the elements from 
which so many and such vigorous creations were to 
Earing. And those who will take the trouble to 
search for them will, I am sure, discover in the later 
work of the poet a good many parallels to lines or 
pass^es in these early efforts. 

Six months after writing the letter printed above 
Sarah Flower wrote another, of a very different 
character, to Mr. Fox. 1 There is one passage in the 
letter which must be quoted here. She writes to 

• Tliis is printed in full in Mr. Conway's Centenary of the 
South Place Society, where (the book being, I believe, sdll 
in print) those whom this article may have interested in 
Saiah flower may read it. 
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Mr. Fox to tell him that she has recently become 
very unhappy because she had b^un to entertain 
doubts about the creed in which she has been 
brought up, and in which she had hitherto believed. 
She goes on to say: 

My mind has been wandering a long time, and now it 
seems to have lost si^t of that only invulnerable hold 
against the assaults of this warring world, a firm belief in 
the genuineness of the Scriptures. . . . The cloud has 
come over me gradually, and I did not discover the darkness 
in which my soul was shrouded until, in seeking to give 
light to others, my own gloomy state became too settled to 
admit of doubt. It was in answering Robert Browning 
that my mind refused to bring forward argument, turned 
recreant and sided with the enemy. 

It is, of course, because of its referen<x to Robert 
Browning that I have quoted the above passage. 
The young poet was then very much like what 
Shelley had been at his age, a very pronounced 
freethinker, and one who was eager to make con- 
verts to his own way of tliinking. And it was, I 
believe, Shelley's "Queen Mab" which was re- 
qwnsible for Browning's scepticism. This mood 
had passed away, it seems, before the publication 
of "Pauline," in which the poet expresses his 
repentance for his youthful errors. 

Beeikam Dobell. 
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[This sonnet is interesting from its early date, and from 
its being the fitst of Browning's rare contributions to pe- 
riodical literature. It was published in Mr. W. J. Fox's 
magazine. The Monthly Sepository, in October 1834, and 
bears the date of August 17 in that year, with the signature 
"Z." Browning's subsequent contributions to this m^a- 
zine (all with the same signature) were the song "A King 
lived longago " (afterwards incorporated in " Pippa Passes "), 
"Porphyria," "Johannes Agricola," and the lines, "Still 
ailing, wind," which reappeared in 1864 in "James Lee's 
Wife." 

The present sonnet has been reprinted in Edmund 
Gosse's Personalia (1890, pp. 34-35); in the Browning 
Society's Papers, Part XII.; in Nicoll and Wise's Uierary 
Anecdotes, p. 469; in Hall Griffin and Minchin's Life oj 
Browning (1910), p. 306; in the Cambridge (Boston, 
U. S. A.) Edition (1S95), p- 11; and in the Centenary 
Edition of the Poet's Works (1912), vol. iii., p. 417. The 
drcumstances of its composition arc not known.] 

£yBS calm beside thee (Lady, could'st thou know!) 
May turn away thick with fast-gathering tears: 

I glance not where all gaze: thrilling and low 
Their passionate praises reach thee — ^my cheek 
wears 
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Alone no wonder when thou passest by; 
Thy tremulous lids bent and suffused r^ly 
To the irrepressible homage which doth glow 

On every lq> but mine: if in thine ears 
Their accents linger — and thou dost recall 

Me as I stood, still, guarded, very pale, 
Beside each votarist whose %hted brow 
Wore worship like an aureole, "O'er them all 

My beauty," thou wilt murmur, "did prevail 
Save that one only": — Lady, couW'st thou knowt 

Aug. 17, 1834- 
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[This early and attractive poem was writtes on Novoii- 
bei 4, 1837, OQ the occasion of Browning standii^ godiather 
to the eldest son of his friend William Alexander Dow. He 
was aslced to write something in an album after the chris- 
teuing, and these lines were produced on the spot. The 
album is still preserved in the fajnily of the poet's friend, 
but the poem never appeared in print until 1905, when it 
was published in the periodical Country Life (June 10). It 
was reprinted in Robert Browning and Alfred Domett, 1906, 
p. xi.; in Hall Griffin and Minchiu's Life, p. 305; and 
in the Centenary Edition of the Poet's Works, vol. iii, 
pp. 41&-9. 

Hk opening lines are a reminiscence of Browning's visit 
to Russia in the winter of 1833-4.I 

Is far Esthonian solitudes 

llie parent-firs of future woods 

Gracefully, airily spire at first 

Up to the sky, by the soft sand nurst; 

■ "Written and inscribed to W. A. and A. D. by their 
Sincere Friend, Robert Browning, 13 Ndlaon Sq., Novem- 
ber 4. 1837." 
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Self-sufficient are they, and strong 

With outspread arms, broad, level and long; 

But soon in the sunshine and the storm 

They darken, changing fast theu: form — 

Low boughs fall off, and in the bole 

Each tree spends all its strenuous soul — 

Till the builder gazes wistfully 

Such noble ship-mast wood to see, 

And cares not for its soberer hue. 

Its rougher bark and leaves more few. 

But jiist when beauQ' passes away 
And you half regret it could not stay, 
For Edl their sap and vigorous life, — 
Under the shade, secured from strife 
A seedling springs — the forest-tree 
In miniature, and again we see 
The delicate leaves that will fade one day, 
The fan-Uke shoots that will drop away, 
The taper stem a breath could strain — 
Which shall foil one day the hurricane: 
We turn from this infant of the copse 
To the parent-firs, — in their waving tops 
To find some trace of the light green tuft 
A breath could stir, — ^in t^e bole aloft 
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Column-like set against the sky, 

The spire that flourished Eiirily 

And the marten bent as she rustled by. 

So shall it be, dear Friends, when days 
Pass, and in this fair child we trace 
Goodness, fuU-formed in you, tho' dim 
Faint-budding, just astir in him: 
When rudiments of generous worth 
And frankest love in him have birth. 
We'll turn to love and worth full-grown, 
And leam their fortune from your own. 
Nor shall we vainly search to see 
His gentleness — simplicity — 
Not lost in your maturer grace — 
Perfected, but not changing placx. 

May this grove be a charmed retreat . . . 
May northern winds and savage sleet 
Leave the good trees untouched, unshorn, 
A crowning pride of woods unborn: 
And gracefully beneath their shield 
May the seedling grow! All pleasures yield 
Peace below and peace above, 
The glandng squirrels' summer love, 
And the brood-song of the cushat-dove! 
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THE "MOSES" OF MICHAEL dNGELO 

[The MS. of this sonnet by Robert Browning, whidt 
he gave to his wife at the time it was written, was dis- 
covered lately among some papers of the late Mr. George 
Smith, his publisher and friend. It is a translation of a 
sonnet by G. B. F. Zappi, which may be found in A. Rubbi's 
Pamaso lUUiano, 1789, torn. 41, p. 163. It was first printed 
in the ComkUl Magasane for September I9i4.| 

And who is He that, sculptured in huge stone, 
Sitteth a giant, where no works arrive 
Of straining Art, and hath so prompt and live 

The lips, I listen to their very tone? 

Moses is He — Ay, that, makes clearly known 
The chin's thick boast, and brow's prerogative 
Of double ray: so did the mountain give 

Back to the world that visage, God was grown 

Great part of 1 Such was he when he su^>ended 
Round him the sounding and vast waters; such 
When he shut sea on sea o'er Mizraiun. 

And ye, his hordes, a vile calf raised, and bended 
The knee? This Image had ye raised, not much 
Had been your error in adoring Him. 

From Zappi, R. B. (Given to Ba "for love's sake," 
Siena. Sept. 27, '50.) 
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BEN KASSHOOrS WISDOM 

[This poem, like tlie last, belongs to the Italian period 
of Browning's life. It appeared in The Keepsake for 1856, 
with the date, Rome, April 37, 1854, but was not reprinted 
until it appeared in the first part of the Browning Society's 
Papers in 1881. It has since been reprinted in Mr. W. G. 
Kingsland's Robert Browning, Chief Poel of Ike Age, 1890, 
p. a6; in Mr, W, Sharp's Life of Brouming, 1890, p. 167; 
in Mrs. Orr's Life, 1891 (p. 198 of the edition of 1906); in 
Nicoll and Wise's Literary Anecdotes, 1895, p. 450; in Hall 
Griffin and MincJiin's Life, p. 307; in the Cambridge 
(Boston, U. S. A.) Edition (1895), p. 372; and in the 
C^itenary Edition of the Poet's Works, vol. iii., p. 430. 

In the poem, "One Word More," which forms the epi- 
logue to the "Men and Women" of r8ss, occurred (in the 
original edition, and in the Poetical Works of 1863 and 
1868) the line "Karshook, Cleon, Norbert and the fifty." 
Hiis, however, was a slip of the pen. "Karshook" cannot 
have formed one of the fifty when the epilogue was written, 
less than two months before the publication of the volumes; 
and in 1881, in reply to an inquiry from Dr. Fumivall, 
Browning wrote as follows: "Karshish is the proper word, 
referring as it does to him of the' Epbtle.' Karshook (Beb.: 
a Thistle) just belongs to the snarling verses I remember to 
have written, but forget for whom; the other was the only 
one of the Fif^" (Wise, Ldters of Robert Browning, i., 71). 
The correction appeared in the Tauchnitz edition of 187s, 
and in subsequoit English editions (certainly from 1879 
onwards).) 

27 
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"Would a man 'scape the rod?" 
Rabbi Ben Kaishook saith, 

"See that he turn to God 
"The day before his death." 

"Ay, could a man inquire 
" When it shall come ! " I say. 

The Rabbi's eye shoots fire — 
"Then let him turn to-day!" 

n 
Quoth a young Sadducee: 

"Reader of many rolls, 
" Is it so certain we 

"Have, as they tell us, souls?" 

"Son, there is no reply!" 

The Rabbi bit his beard; 
"Certain, a soul have / — 

"We may have none," he sneer'd. 

Thus Kar^ook, the Hiram's-Hammer, 
The Right-hand Tonple-column, 

Taught babes in grace their grammar, 
And struck the simple, solemn. 
Roue, April 27, 1854. 
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ON BEING DEFIED TO EXPRESS W A HEXAMETER: 
"YOU OUGHT TO SIT ON THE SAFETY-FALFE" 

[The MS. of these Latin hexameters was discovered 
lately among some papers of the late Mr. George Smith, 
preserved at Waterloo Place. They were first printed in 
the Com/all Magazine for September 1914.] 

Plane te valvam fas est pressisse salutis: 
i^uum est te valv&que, salutis sede, locari: 
Convenit in selli, valvA residere salutis, 
Omninoque salutis par considere valv4: 
Sedibus est justutn valvs mansisse salutis; 
Hssisse in valv& te, sede salutis, oportet: 
Est tibi valvis, inque salutis sede, sedendum: 
Valv&, sede salutifeHl super, assidet omnis 
Qui discrimen adit, fortem quem numina servant: 
Multiplicem versum tu mente, Robertule, figas! 
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LINES TO TEE MEMORY OF BIS PARENTS (rf*9 

[These lines by Robert Browning, addressed apparently 
to the memory of his parents — from a MS. in the band* 
wilting of Miss Browning— were among the papers dis- 
posed of at the Browning Sale in May 1913. They were 
probably written in 1866, the year of his father's death. 
They were first printed in the Comhill Magasine, Febru- 
ary 1914J 

"WosDS I might else have been compelled to say 
In silence to my heart, — great love, great praise 
Of thee, my Father — have been freely said 
By those whom none shall blame; and while thy 

Ufe 
Endures, a beauteous thing, in their record 
I may desist; but thou art not alone: 
They lie beside thee whom thou lovest most; 
Soft sanctuary-tapers of thy house, 
Close-curtained when the Priest came forth, — on 

these 
Let peace be, peace on thee, my Mother, tool 
The child that never knew you, and the Girl 
In whom your gentle souls seemed bom again 
To bless us longer. Peace like yours be mine 
Itll the same quiet home receive us all." 
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A ROUND SOBIS 

(JFritUn By Robefl Btonniing and inU la Mils Botrut Btamer in 

Rome.) 

[Browning and Ms sister were staying in Scotland with 
Lady Aahburton; other members of the party were the 
Storys, Lady Marian Alford, and Sir Roderick Murchison. 
Miss Harriet Hosmer, an American sculptress of consider- 
able repute, with a studio in Rome, had associated with 
the Brownings both in Florence and in Rome. The lines 
were first printed in Barriei Bosmer, Letters and Memories, 
edited by Cornelia Carr (John Lane, 1913), pp. 375-6.] 

Loch Luichart, Dingwall, N. B. 
Deah Hosmer; or still dearer, Hatty — 
Mixture of mide and of laUe, 
So good and sweet and^-somewhat fat^ — 

Why linger still in Rome's old glory 
When Scotland lies in cool before ye? 
Make haste and come! — quoth Mr. Story. 
Sculpture is not a thing to sit to 
In simimertime; do find a fit toe 
To kick the clay aside a bit — oh, 
Yield to our prayers! quoth Mrs. Ditto. 
Give comfort to us poor and needy 
Who, wanting you, are waiting greedy 
Our meat and drink, yourself, quoth Edie. 
31 
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Nay, though, past clay, you chip the Parian, 
Throw chisel down! quoth Lady Marian. 
Be welcome, as to cow — the fodder-rick! 
Excuse the simile! — quoth Sir Roderick. 
Say not (in Scotch) "in troth it canna be" — 
But, honey, milk and, indeed, manna be! 
Forgive a stranger! — Sarianna B. 
Don't set an old acquaintance frowning, 
But come and quickly! quoth R. Browning, 
For since prodigious fault is found with you, 
I — that is, Robin — must be Round with you. 

PS. Do wash your hands, or leave the dirt on, 
But leave the tool as Gammer Gurton 
Her needle lost, — ^Lady Ashburton. 
Thus ends this letter — ease my sick heart, 
And come to my divine Loch Luichart! 

W. W. Story, his mark X, 
Emelyn Story, 
Edith H&bion Story, 

Signatures of: In M. Alford, 

order of infraposi- Roderick Murchison, 

tion, I am, Sabianna Browning, 

Robert Browning, 

Sept. 5, i86g. L. AsHBURTON. 
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HELEN'S TOWER 
{JFriUtn at tht reputt of tht Marquis <4 Dufmn) 

(This sonnet was written as far back as 1870, but was 
not published until it appeared in the Pall Hall Gaselte, 
on December 38, 1883. It was written at the invitation of 
Lord Dufierin, for the tower which he built at Clandeboye 
in memory of his mother, Helen, Countess of Gifford, and 
bears the date of April 26, 1870. Tennyson's lines on the 
same occasion aie printed in his Tiresias and other Poems 
(1885). It is strange that Browning should not have in- 
cluded so fine a poem in any of his subsequent volumes. 

It was reprinted in the Browning Society's Papers; in 
Nicoll and Wise's Literary Anecdotes of the Nineteenlk 
Century, vol. i. (1895) ; in the Cambridge (Boston, U. S. A.) 
Edition (1895), p. 601 ; and in the Centenary Edition of the 
Poet's Works, vol. ix., p. 348.) 

Who hears of Hden's Tower, may dream perchance 
How the Greek beauty from the Scaean gate 
Gazed on old friends unanimous in hate, 

Death-doom'd because of her fair countenance. 

Hearts would leap otherwise at thy advance, 
Lady, to whom this tower is consecrate! 
Like hers, thy face once made all eyes elate. 

Yet, unlike hers, was bless'd by every glance. 
33 
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The Tower of Hate is outworn, far and strange: 
A transitory shame of long ago, 
It dies into the sand from which it ^rang; 

But thine, Love's rock-built Tower, shall fear no 
change: 
God's self 1^ stable earth's foundations so, 
When all the morning stars together sang. 

Aprii i6, tS^o. 
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"OH LOFE, LOFB" 

tHie following lines are a tianslatiou of Euripides' "^p- 
polytos," 11. 535-544, and were contributed by Browning 
to a little bandbook on the Greek poet by Professor J. P. 
MahaSy, in 1879. They have been reprinted in the Brown- 
ing Sodc^'s Pap^s, 1881, Pt. I., p. 69; in Nicoll and Wise's 
LUerary Anecdotes of the Nineteenth Century, vol. i. (1895); 
in the Cambridge (Boston, U. S. A.) Edition (1895), p. 874; 
and in the Centenary Edition of the Poet's Works, vol. iz., 
P- 34S-] 

Oh Love, Ix>ve, thou that from the eyes diffusest 
Yearning, and on the soul sweet grace inducest — 
Souls agamst whom thy hostile maich is made — 
Never to me be manifest in ire, 
Nor, out of time and time, my peace invade! 
Since neither from the fire — 
No, Dor the stars — is launched a bolt more mi^^ 
Than that of Aphrodit6 

Hurled from the hands of Love, the boy with Zeus 
for sire. 

Idly, how idly, by the Alpheian river 

And in the Pythian shrines of Phoebus, quiver 
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Blood-offerings from the bull, which Hellas heaps: 
While Love we worship not — the Lord of men I 
Worship not him, the very key who keq>s 
Of Aphrodite, when 

She closes up her dearest chamber-portals: 
— ^Love, when he comes to mortals, 
Wide-wasting, through those de^M of woes b^^nd 
the deep. 
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FESSES FROM "THE HOUR WILL COME" 

[These lines are a tiansladon of a poem in a Gennan 
tale entitled "The Hour will Come," by Wilhelmine von 
Hillem. As English version of it was made by Miss Clara 
BeU, which appeared in 1879; and for this Browning's lines 
were written. His name was not attached to the transla- 
tion, but acknowledgments are made "to the kindness of a 
friend," 

The poem has beoi r^rinted in the WhitehaU Review, 
Maich 1, 1883; in the Browning Society's Papers; in NicoU 
and Wise's Lilerary Anecdotes 0} the Nineteenth Century, 
vol. i. (1895); in the Cambridge (Boston, U. S. A.) Edi- 
tion (189s), p. 910, and in the Centenaiy Edition of the 
Poet's Woiis, vd. ix., p. 346.I 

The blind man to the maiden said, 

"0 thou of hearts the truest. 
Thy countenance is hid from me; 
Let not my question anger thee! 

Speak, though in words the fewest 

"Tell me, what kind of eyes are thine? 

Daric eyes, or light ones rather?" 
"My eyes are a decided brown — 
So much at least, by looking down, 

From the brook's glass I gather." 
37 
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"And is it red — thy little mouth? 

Iliat too the blind must care for." 
"Ahl I would tell it soon to thee, 
Only — none yet has told it me, 

I cannot answer, therefore. 

"But dost thou ask what heart I have — 

There heatate I never. 
In thine own breast 't is borne, and so 
T is thine in weal, and thine in woe, 

For life, for death — thine everl" 
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(The following draft tetter and poan, found anuKig the 
poet's papeis, were sold with the Browning Collections in 
1913. Although addressed to the Editor of the Pait Matt 
Gatette, the letter appears not to have been sent; in any 
case, a search through the file of the paper about that time 
does not reveal its publication. In December of the same 
year, however, the editor printed no less than three poems 
by Browning: the sonnet on "Goldoni," some lines from 
Horace ("On Singers"), and the important poem "Helen's 
Tower," all given in thi^ volume. This is one of many in* 
stances showing that the poet loved to exerdse his masterly 
knowledge of the classics. The occasion was an incident in 
the celebrated trial "Belt t. Lawes," when the Judge, on 
the strength of a passage in Aristotle, intimated that a 
Middlesex jury was as good a judge of Art as a Royal 
Academician.] 

(19 Warwick Crescent, W.) 
Jan. 14, '83. 

Letter to "Pall Mall GweUe." 
Sir, — We have recently been favoured with a 
Greek quotation, — warranted however rather by 

the bench than the Book- w « [ — 0° the subject 
of Art Another one, as apposite, might be made 
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from another old authority; and, curiously enough, 
it immediately precedes the passage which was 
illustrated, some years ago, by one of the finest 
pictures of the President For the general reader, 
I venture a rou^ version: the Middlesex Jury 
needs no reminding that the original occurs m 
Pindar's Seventh Olympian, Epode Ht. 

I am, Sir, Yours obediently, 

R. B. 
The Editor of the Pall MaU GaseUe. 

And to these Rhodians she, the sharp eyed one. 
Gave the supremacy, in every art, — 
And, nobly-labouring play the craftsman's part 

Beyond all dwellers underneath the sun. 

So that the very ways by which ye pass 
Bore sculpture, Uving things that walk or creq) 
Like as the life: whence very high and deep 

Lideed the glory of the artist was. 

For, in the well-iostructed artist, skill, 

However great, receives our greeting, 

As something greater still, 

When unaccompanied by cheating. 
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SONNET TO RJWDON BROWN 

[Rawdoa Brown was, as indicated in this sonnet, an 
Englishman. Visiting Venice tempomrily, he remained 
for forty yeais, and died there fn 1883. He is mentioned 
in travel books as having a very perfect knowledge of the 
dty. Toni was his gondolier. The epitaph on his tomb is 
taken from the third and fourth lines. The sonnet was 
first printed in the Century Magaane, February, 1884, 
vol. uvii., p. 640; being reprinted in the Browning Society's 
Papa's, 1884, Pt. v., p. 133 ; and in the Cambridge (Boston, 
U. S. A.) Edition of the Poet's Works (1895), p. 947.) 

Sighed Rawdon Brown: "Yes, I'm departing, 

Toni I 
I needs must, just this once before I die, 
Revi^t England: Anglus Brown am I, 
Although my heart's Venetian. Yes, old crony — 
Venice and London — London's " Death the bony" 
Compared with Life — that's Venice I What a sky, 
A sea, this morning! One last look! Good-by, 
C& Pesaro! No Hon — I'm a coney 
To weep ! I'm dazzled; 't is that sim I view 
Rippling the . . . the . . . Cospeito,T<imi Down 
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With carpet-bag, and off with valise-strapsl 
BeUa Venesia, non U lascic piul" 
Nor did firown ever leave her: well, perhaps 
Browning, next week, may find himself quite 
firown! 

Nov. 28, 1883. 



fbyGoogIc 



GOLDOIfl 

[Tlie ori^ <rf tlie Goldoni sonnet is givoi by the poet 
himself in a letter to Dr. Fumivall of December 3, 1883 
(Wise, Ldters of R. Broummg, ii., 31): 

"They aie going to unveil and di^lay here a monument 
elected to Goldoni, and the committee did me the honoui 
to request a word or two for insertion in an Album to which 
the principal men ctf letters in Italy have contributed. I 
made a sonnet, wliich they pkaae to think so well of that 
they prefoce the voA with it." 

Mrs. Bronaon {ConthtU Magatine, February, 1903, p. 10) 
adds that the sonnet was written very rapidly, and only 
two or three trifling alterations were made la the original 
copy. 

The sonnet was printed in the Pall Mail GateOe, Decem- 
ber 8, 1883, and has since been reprinted in the Browning 
Society's Papers, 1884, Pt. V., p. 99; in Nicbll and Wise's 
LUerary Anecdotes of the Nineteenth Century, voL i (1895) ; 
in the Cambridge (Boston, U. S. A.) Edition (1895), p. 910; 
and in the Centenaiy Edition of the Poet's Woifcs, vol. ix., 
P- 347.1 

(SoiDONi— good, gay, simniest of souls — 
Gksang half Vemce in that verse of thine — 
What though it just reflect the shade and shine 

Of cranmon life, nor render, as it rolls, 



fbyGoogIc 



44 HEW POEMS 

Grandeur and gloom? Sufficient for thy shoals 

Was Carnival: Parini's depths enshrine 

Secrets unsuited to that opaline 
Surfa<% of things which laughs along thy scrolls. 
There throng the people: how th^ come and go, 

Lisp the soft language, flaunt the bright garb — 
see — 
On Piazza, Calle, tmder Portico 

And over Bridge! Dear king of Comedy, 
Be honoured! Thou that didst love Venice so, 

Venice, and we who love her, all love thee. 
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ON SINGERS 

(First printed in the PaU Mali Gazelle, December 13, 
1883, and reprinted in the Browning Society's Papers, 1884, 
Ft. v., p. 99. Robert Browning was asked to write in a 
lady's album, where he saw some one had written the lines 
from Horace]: 

OUNIBUS hoc vitium est cantoribus, inter amicos 
Ut nunquam inducant aninniin cantare rogati, 
Lijussi niinquam desistant. 

He immediately appended the following translation: 

All singers, trust me, have this common vice, 
To sing 'mid friends you'll have to ask them twice. 
If you don't ask them 't is another thing. 
Until the judgment-day be sure they'll sing. 
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GESOVSIOS OINOS 

riliis poem, which was put into type at the same time 
as the volume "Joooseria" (1883), was not eventually pub- 
lished, but came to light in its present form as a rough 
printed proof in what is known as "galley-slip" among the 
poet's p^)eis offered at the sale of the Browning Collections 
in May 19131 and purchased by the well-known bibliophile, 
Mr. Bertram Dobetl. It was first pubUshed in the Comkitt 
Uagatine and the Century Magaeine, April 1914.] 

I DKEAUEO there was once held a feast: 
That lords assembled, most and least, 

And set them dovm to dine; 
Tm, eating ended— high of heart 
Each guest, — the butler did his part, 

Poured out their proper wine. 

Good tipple and of various growth 
(You may believe without an oath) 

Glorified every glass: 
All drank in houour of the host, 
Then — high of heart, — rose least and most, 

And left the room— alas. 
46 



fbyGoogIc 



GEROUSIOS OINOS 

For in rushed straightway loon and lout, 
Mere servingmen who skulked without: 

"Our masters turn their backs, 
And now's the time to taste and try 
What meat lords munch, — and, by and by, 

What wine they swill — best smacks." 

So said, so done: first, hui^er spends 
Its rage on victual, odds and ends: 

But seeing that rage appeased, 
"Now for the lords' wine," all agree, 
"Kept from the like of you and me! 

Wet whistles, chins once greased! 

"How! not content with loading crop, 
These lords have scarcely left a drop 

Li every glass deep-drained! 
The niggards mean our feast to prove 
A horse-r^ale! fiut, one remove 

From wine is water stained. 

"Fill up each glass with water! Get 
Such flavour as may stick fast yet. 

Fancy shall do the rest ! 
Besides we boast our private flasks, 
Good stiff mimdimgus, home-brewed casks 

Beating their bottled best! 
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"So here's your health to watered port! 
Thanks: miiie is sheny of a sort 

Claret, though thinnish, clear. 
My Burgundy's the genuine stuff — 
Bettered and bittered just enough 

By mixing it with beer." 

Oh, England (I awoke and laughed) 
True wine thy lordly Poets quaffed. 

Yet left, — for, what cared th^! — 
Each ^ass its heel-tap — ^flavouring sup 
For flunkeys when, to liquor up. 

In swarmed — who, need I say! 
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THE FOUNDER OF THE FEAST 

{To JiihuT Chappell) 

[In 1884 Browmng contiibuted these lines to the Album 
presented to Mr. Arthur Chappell, the organiser of the 
Populai Concerts at St. James's Hall, thus testifying to his 
love of music and to his frequent attendance at concerts. 
The poem was printed in The World for April 16, 1884, and 
has been reprinted in the Browning Society's Papers, 1884, 
Pt. Vn., p. 18; in Nicoll and Wise's LUerary Anecdotes of 
the Nineteenth Century, voL i. (1895); in the Cambridge 
(Boston, U. S. A.) Edition (1895), p. 947, and in the Cen- 
tenary Edition of the Poet's Works (1913), vol. iz., p. 349. 
It has hitherto contained fifteen lines, but the following 
version, reduced to the sonnet form of fourteen lines (by 
the deletion <rf line nine and the consequent revision of 
line ten), is printed from a cutting taken from the World 
and corrected by Browning, which was found among his 
papers.1 

"Enter my palace," if a prince should say — 
"Feast with the Painters t See,inbotinteottsiow, 
Th^ range from Titian up to Angelol" 

Could we be silent at the rich survey? 
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A host so kindly, in as great a way 
Invites to banquet, substitutes for show 
Sound that's diviner still, and bids us know 

Bach like Beethoven; are we thankless, pray? 
To him whose every guest not idly vaunts, 
"Sense has received the utmost Nature grants, 

My cup was filled with rapture to the brim, 
When, night by night — ah, memory, how it 

haunts! — 
Music was poured by perfect ministrants. 

By Halli, Schumann, Piatti, Joachim." 

April 5, 1884. 
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(To Skaiejptare) 

[Written for the Shakesperean Skaa-Book published in 
Uay 1884, in connection witli the Shakesperean Show 
held at the Albert Hall in aid of the Hospital for Women 
in the Fulham Road. It was reprinted in the PaU Mall 
Gaattte for May 39; in the Browning Society's Papers, 1884, 
Ft. v., p. 105; in Nicoll and Wise's Literary Anecdotes of 
the Nineteenth Century, vol. i. (1895); in the Cambridge 
(Bost<m, U. S. A.) Edition (1895), p. 94;; and in the Cen> 
tenary Edition of the Poet's Works (191 a), vol. ii., p. 350.) 

Shakespeare! — to such name's sounding what 
succeeds 
Fitly as silence? Falter forth the spell, — 
Act follows word, the speaker knows full well, 
Nor tampers with its magic more than needs. 
Two names there are: That which the Hebrew 
reads 
VJith his soul only: if from lips it fell, 
Echo, back thundered by earth, heaven and hell, 
Would own "Thou did'st create usl" Nought 
impedes 

51 
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We voice the other name, man's most (A mig^t, 
Awestnnely, lovingly: let awe and love 

Mutely await their working, leave to sight 
All of the issue as — below — above — 

Shakespeare's creation rises: one remove, 

Though dread — this finite from t2iat infinite. 
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WHY I AM d LIBERAL 

[Browning never took an active part in politics, and this 
statement of his political faith, composed in response to 
an invitation from Mr. Andrew Reid, and published by 
him in a volume with the same title issued in 1885 in sup- 
port of the then waning Liberal cause, appeared only a few 
months before he ceased to suf^rt the official Liberal 
party. The principles expressed in it, however, had no 
reference to the temporary policies of any party, and re- 
mained his prindplea to the end of his life. 

The lines were reprinted in the Browning Society's Papers, 
1885, p. 89; in Sonnets of the Century, edited by W. ^laip 
(1886) ; in Nicoll and. Wise's Literary Anecdotes of tile Nine- 
teenth Centvry, vol. i. (1895); in the Cambridge (Boston, 
U. S. A.) Edition (1895), p. 948; and in the Centenary 
Edition of the Poet's Woits (1913), vol. iz., p. 351.] 

"Why?" Becaiise aU I haply can and do. 
All that I am now, all I hope to be — 
Whence comes it save from fortune setting free 

Body and soul the purpose to pursue, 

God traced for both? If fetters, not a few, 
Of prejudice, coaveatioa, fall from me, 
These shall I bid men — each in his d^ree 

Also God-guided — bear, and gaily too? 
53 
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But little do or can the best of us: 
That little is achieved through liberty. 

Who, then, dares hold — emancipated thus — 
His fellow shall continue bound? Not I 

Who live, love, labour freely, not discuss 
A brother's right to freedom. 'niatis"Why." 
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LINES FOR THE TOMB OF LEVI LINCOLN THAXTEk 

[Mr. Thaxter, -viba was bom at Waterford in Massa- 
chusetts in 1834 and died in 1884, was aa enthusiastic 
student of Browning's poems, and in his later years gave 
reading from the poet's works. These lines tiave been 
printed in Mrs. Ott's Lije, 1908, p. 335, and in the Cam- 
bridge (Boston, ir. S. A.) Edition (1895), p. 948.] 

Thou, whom these eyes saw never, — Say friends 

true 
Who say my soul, helped onward by my song, 
Though all unwittingly, has helped thee too? 
I gave but of the little that I knew: 
How were the gift requited, while along 
Life's path Z pace, couldst thou make weakness 

strong, 
Help me with knowledge — for Life's Old — Death's 

New I 

R. B. to L. L. T., AprU 19, 1S85. 
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BPPS 

As far as can now be recollected, it was about 
the year 1&84 that Robert Browning announced to 
Mrs. Edmund Gosse and Lady Alma-Tadema, 
whose maiden name was Epps, that he was pro- 
posing to write a poem about their "Kentish 
ancestor." They were not aware of any relation- 
ship with the hero, but Browning lau^iingly in- 
sbted that they must not throw any doubt upon 
the fact, because he proposed to endow them with 
this "ancestor." Shortly afterwards he showed 
them the MS. of the verses, which he did not treat 
as a serious specimen of his poetic art. It is not 
recollected what became of the MS., of wMc^ the 
ladies kept no copy; it was doubtless returned to 
Mr. Browning. 



January 12, 1914. 

[The MS. was ioduded in the sale of the Browning Collec- 
tions in 1913. The poem was first printed in the ConihUt 
Uagioine and the New York OuUook, October 1913. As 
a lesult of that publication, Mr. Edmund Gosse has vay 
56 
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kindly given the above interesting focts In connection with 
this characteristic historical poem.1 

Asks anyone — "Where's a tag for steps?" 

I answer — "Waiting its time 
Till somebody versed in the English tongue 
Shall start at the challenge, cry 'tmsung 

TM now, and all for want of a rhyme, 
Is the prowess of Kentish Epps? ' " 

Two hundred and dghty years ago 

Befell the si^e of Ostend; 
Epps soldiered it there : and, hew or ha<^ 
At his breast as the enemy might, his back 

Got never a scratch: yet life must end 
Somehow, — Epps ended — sot 

He bad lost an eye on the walls, look oat 

No longer could Epps: said he — 
"Give me Saint Geoi^'s cross— our flag 
To carry: I can't see them — foes brag: 

At all evQQts they shall soon see me, 
Kni^t and knave, lord and but!" 

"Epps got loose again!" yelped the curs: 

"At him — the blind side best! 
Together as one — in rush, on a heap, 
Buffet the old maim£d bull I Fame's cheap 
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This mom for whoso has mind to wrest 
Yon flag from bis liold, win spurs!" 

As a big wave bursts on a rock, broke tbey 

On bannerman Epps: as staunch 
The drowned rock stands, but emerging feels 
Weeds late on its head lie loose at its heels, 

So left bare, swirl-stript, root and branch, 

Of his j \ stood — Epps laughed gay: 

LcompanyJ ^^ 

"I with my flag — that's well, no fear 

The colours stick to the staff: 
But the staff 'tis a mere hand holds — lets fall 
If there stab me or shoot one knave of them all: 

To hinder which game — " I hear Epps laugh— 
"Stick, flag, to a new stafi — here!" 

And off in a trice from the staff that's wood, 
And on to a staff that's flesh. 

Tears Epps and {^^^j me ['^] about h 

breast 
The flag in a red swathe: "Here's the vest 
For my lifelong wear; at the foe aireshi 
Flagstaff, show your hardihood!" 
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Whereat, in a twinkling, man and horse 

Went down — one, two and tliree, 
And how many more? But they shot and slashed 

Two 1 . „ f have riddled, two sword-blades 

gashed 

The staff through the flag,— ! ^J^ \ free 

To despoilers, — you think, — a corse? 

No! Back from his slayers, staggeringly 

But, staff-like, stout to the last. 
Up to his mates — of the checked advance — 
Reels Epps, his soul in his countenance. 

As he falters "See! Flag to the staff sticks fast. 
And, flag saved, staff may die!" 

And die did Epps, with his English round: 

Not so the fame of the feat: 
For Donne and Dekker, brave poets and rare, 
Gave it honour and praise : and I join the pair 

With heart that's loud though my voice compete 
As a pipe with their trumpet-sound I 

Jattuary 6, i886. 
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TBE ISLE'S ENCHANTRESS 

[Lines, on Fdiz Moschdes' painting called "The Isle's 
Enchantress," given by Robert Browning to the painter 
and printed in the Pall itall Gaaette by the poet's permis- 
uon.— If orcA 36, j£Sp.] 

Wind wafted from the sunset, o'er the swell 
Of summer's slumbrous sea, herself asleep 
Come shoreward, in her iridescent shell 
Cradled, the isle's enchantress. You who keq> 
A drowsy watdi be^e her, — ^watch her well! 
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VNFimSBSD DRAFT OF A POEM WHICIt MAY BE 
ENTITLED "^SCHYLUS' SOULOQUY" 

[At the sale of the Browniiig MSS. on May 3, 1913, this 

MS. was catalogued bs: 

Lot 188. Browning (R.) Auto. Draft of a poem, in blank 

verse, 4 pp. 8vo, unfinished and perhaps uiqnibUshed, 

an»iaitly intended for "Aristophanes' Apology," but 

not used, b^inning: 

" I am an old "^^ solitary man." 
This description is correct in that the poem had never 
been published, but it is evident that it was not a diaft 
for "Aristophanes' Apology," but a soliloquy of the aged 
Aschylus, just before the prophecy as to his death was 
fulfilled by an eagle dropping a tortoise upon his head. The 
poem was first printed in the CornhUl iSagaaine and the 
New York IndepetidetU, November 1913, strictly accord- 
ing to the original MS., now in the British Museum, as it 
reads vrith the poet's variants and queries. In line 56 
"Dqdws" is obviously a slip of the pen for "Deli^os," 
and in line $9 "rush" seems the best interpretation of a 
Bcarcdy l^ible word, of which the MS. contains maoy.) 

I All an old and solitary man 
And nov at set of sun in Sicily 
I sit down in the middle of this plain 
WMdi drives between the mountains and the sea 
Its blank of nature, li a traveller came 
61 
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Seeing my bare bald skull and my stUl brows 

And massive features coloured to a stone 

The tragic mask of a humanity 

Whose part is played to an end,— he mig^t mistake 

me 
For some god Terminus set on these flats 
Or broken marble Faunus. Let it be. 
Life has ebbed from me — I am on dry ground — 
AH sounds of life I held so thunderous sweet 
Shade off to silence — all the perfect shapes 
Bom of perception and men's images (imagery? 
Which thrcmged against the outer rim of earth 
And hung with floating faces over it 
Grow dim and dimmer — all the motions drawn 
From Beauty in action which spun audibly 
My brain round in a rapture, have grown still. 
There's a gap 'twixt me and the life once mine, 
Now others' and not mine, which now roars off 
In gradual declination — till at last 
I hear it in the distance droning small 
Like a bee at sunset. Ay, and that bee's hum 
The buzzing fly and mounting of the grass 
Cropped slowly near me by some straying sheep 
Are strange to me with life — and s^)arate from me 
Ihe outside of my being — ^I myself 
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Grow to silence, fasten to the calm 

Of inorganic nature . . . sky and rocks — 

I shall pass on into their unity 

When dying down into impersonal dusk. 

Ah, ha — these fiats are wide! 
The prophecy which said the house would fall 
And thereby crush me, must bring down the sky 
The only roof above me where I sit 
Or ere it prove its oracle to-day. 
Stand fast ye pillars of the constant Heavens 
As life doth in me — I who did not die 
That day in Athens when the people's scorn 
Hissed toward the sun as if to darken it 
Because my thoughts burned too much for the eyes 
Over my head, because I spoke my Greek 
Too deep down in my soul to suit their case. 
Who did not die to see the solemn vests 
Of my white chorus round the thymele 
Flutter like doves, and sweep back like a doud 
Before the shrill lipped people . . . but stood calm 
And cold, and felt the theatre was hot 
liKth mouthing whispers ... the man iEschylus 
Is gray I fancy — and his wrinkles ridge 
The smoothest of his phrases — or the times 
Have grown too polished for this old rough woric — 
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We have no Sphyn^s in the Parthenon 
Nor any flints at Dephos — or forsooth, 
I think the Sphynzes wrote this Attic Greek — 
Our Sophocles hath something more than this 

Cast out on — and their smile 1 would not die (?) 

At this time by the crushing of a house 

Who lived that Day out ... I would go to death 

With voluntary and majestic steps 

Jove thundering on the right hand. Let it be. 

Z am an old and solitary man 
Mine eyes feel dimly out the setting sun 
Which drops its great red fruit of bitterness 
To-day as other days, as every day 
Within the patient waters. What do I say? 
I whbtle out my scorn against the sun 
Who (knell) his tril<^ mom, noon and night 
And set this tragic world against the sun — 
Forgive me, great Apollo. — Bitter fruit 
I think we never found that holy sun 
Or ere with conjurations of our hands 
Drove up the saltness of our hearts to it 
A blessed fruit, a full Hesperian fruit 
Which the fair sisters with their starry eyes 
Did warm to scarlet bloom. O holy sun 
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My qns aie weak and cannot hold thee roundl 

But in my large soul there is room for thee — 

All human wrongs and shames cast out bom it, — 

And X invite thee, sun, to sphere thyself 

In my large soul, and let my thoughts in white 

Keep chorus round thy gloiy— Oh the days 

In which I sate upon Hymettus hill 

Dissus seeming louder: and the groves 

Of blessed olive thinking of their use 

A little tunicked child and felt my thou^ts (?) 

Rise past the golden bees against thy face 

Great sun upon the sea. The dty lay 

Beneath me like an eaglet in an egg, 

The beak and claws shut whitely up in calm — 

And calm were the great waters — and the hills 

Holding at arm's length their umnolten snows 

Plunged in the li^t of heaven which trickled back 

On all udes, a libation to the world. 

There I sate a child 
Half hidden in purple thyme with knees drawn up 
By clasping of my little aims, and cheek 
Laid slant across them with obtruded nose 
And full eyes gazing ... ay, my eyes climbed up 
Against the heated metal of thy shiekl 
Till their per^tent look clove through the £re 
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And struck it into manyfolded Sres (?) 

And opened out the secret of the night 
Hid in the day-source Darkness mixed with light. 
Then shot inniunerous arrows in my eyes 
From all sides of the Heavens — so blinding me — 
As cotmtless as the norland snowflakes fall 
Before the north winds — rapid, wonderful, 
Some shafts as bright as sun rays nine times drawn 
Thro' the heart of the sun — some blac^ as night in 

Hell- 
All mixed, sharp, driven against me! and as I gazed 
(For I gazed still) Z saw the sea and earth 
Leap up as wounded by the inniunerous shafts 
And hurry round, and whirl into a blot 
Across which evermore fell thick the shafts 
As norland snow falls thick before the wind (?flakes 

fall) 
Until the northmen at the cavern's mouth 
Can see no pine tree through. I could see nought 
No earth, no sea, no sky, no sun itself. 
Only that arrowy rush of black and white 
Across a surf of rainbows infinite 

Drove ] *^~o I ^nd blindine and astonishing 
Lpressmg? J 

And through it all Homerus the blind man 
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Did chant his vowelled music in my brain. 

And then it was revealed, it was revealed 

That I should be a priest of the Unseen 

And build a bridge of sounds across the straight 

Fnnn Heaven to earth whence all the Gods might 

walk 
Nor bend it with their soles (P) 
And then I saw the Gods tread past me slow 
'. F^m out the portals of the hungry dark 
And each one as he past, breathed in my face 
And made me greater — First old Saturn came 
Blind with eternal watches — calm and blind — 
Then Zeus — ^his eagle blinking on his wrist | . 
To bis hand's rod of fires — ^in thunder rolls J 
He glode on grandly — ^While the troop of Prayers 

Buzzed dimly in the ] , , t of his light 
IshadowJ 

With murmurous sounds, and poor beseeching tears. 

And Neptune with beard and locks drawn straight 

As seaweed — ay and Pluto with his Daik 

Cutting the dark as IJghtning cuts the sun 

Made individual by intensi^. 

And then Apollo tr^ching on the dusk 

Wth a white glory, while the lute he bore 

Struck on the air. 
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JOiti OF ARC AND THE KINGFISBSR 

fHiis and the following ten fiagments of verse are from 
MSS. in tbe autograph of Robert Browning which were 
induded in tbe sale of the Browning Collectioos in igi3. 
They are now printed for the first time, and they may be 
said to reveal the poet in historical, social, and humorous 
moods. The following lines were written as a motto for a 
picture painted by his son.] 

Now, as she fain would bathe, one eventide, 

— God's Maid, this Joan — from a pool's edge she 

^ied 
That fair blue bird clowns call the Fisher King: 
And " 'Las," si^ed she, "my Li^e is such a thing 
As thou, lord but of one poor lonely place 
Out of his whole wide France: were mine the grace 
To set my Dauphin free as thou, blue bird! " 

"Joan (A Arc," Canto L 
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[Probably, like the last, a motto for a picture by his son.] 

TlOEBEFOBE the Hand of God 
Thy sentence with His finger 
Hath written, and this tiibuiul 
Consigneth it now straightway 
Unto the secular arm. 
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mPLY TO A TSLEGRAPBtC GttEETIlfG 

Bancroft, the message-bearing wire 
Which flashes thy "All Hail" to-day, 
Moves slowlier than my heart's desire 
That, half what pen writes, tongue might say. 
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REPLIES TO CHALLENGES TO RHYME 

Is ever you meet a rhinoceros 

And a tree be in sight, 

Climb quick! for his might 

Is a match for the gods: he cnuld toss EtosI 

Hang your kickshaws and your made-dishes 
Give me bread and cheese and radishes — 
Even stalish bread and baddisb cheese. 

Yoo may at P^in as at Poggibonsi, 
Instead of tricksy priest, a dodgy bonze see. 

Ah, massa! such a fiery oss 
As him I rode at Timbuctoo ! 
Him would not suit a quiet boss! 
Him kick, him rear, and him buck tool 

Venus, sea froth's child. 
Flaying old gooseberry, 
Marries Lord Rosebery * 
To Miss de Rothschild! * 

> The marriage took place in 1878. 
■ Hannah, only dau^ter and bdress of Baron Meyer de 
Rothschild, died 1890. 



1, Google 
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"HosNS make the buck" cried rash Burdett; 
And then used speech befitting Timbuctoo: 
"I would the horns of the creature met 
I' the belly o' the king and so made him buck toot" 
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DIALOGUE BETWEEN FATHEtt AND DAUGHTER 

F. Then, what do you say to the poem of Miq)ah? 
D. An out and out masteipiece — that's what it 
is. Pal 
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THE DOGMA TRIUMPHANT 

Epigram on the Voluntaiy Impristmment of the Pope 
08 proving his infallibility. 

Dear I£sssies, let's hope, by impounding yoiir 

We prove him infallible: quare? 
Why, if he's in durance, who'll have the assurance 
To hint "Papa potest errare"? 

IlAUA. 
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THE ENCHANTRESS 

[Mrs. Browning was always diffident, and perhaps over- 
scrupulous, in the selection of her poetty for publication. 
Her anxiety was to publish only of her best, and she dis- 
played rare discrimination and care in her choice. Much 
of her earlier woi^, therefore, as was revealed at the dis- 
persal of the Browning Collections in 1913, remained in 
MS. utq>ublisbed. 

llie following five poems, written during the years 1830 
to 1839, are r^resentative of this new material. They 
must have been purposely withheld from the various vol- 
umes of verse prepared for press by their author between 
the years 1833 and 1850. 

The dates of composition of "The Enchantress" and 
"Ltila: A Tale" are not definitely known, but both were 
probably written in the early 'thirties of the last century. 
The former is apparently an unfinished poem. Hie verses 
entided "Epistle to a Canary" (1837), to which Mr. Ed- 
mund Gosse has prefixed an illuminating account, would 
naturally have been regarded by Mrs. Browning as of too 
istiinate and personal a character for publication at that 
time. 

Of these five poems, the MSS. of the first four were 
acquired by Mr. Thomas J. Wise for his renowned collec- 
tion; and he has printed thirty copies of each of them in 
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his series of booklets issued for private drculation, as fol- 
lows: — 

"Epistle to a Canary," 1837. By Elizabeth Barrett 
Browning. Edited by Edmund Gosse.C.B. 19 pp. London, 
1913 (reprinted in the CatMU Magatine, June 1914). 

"The Enchantress and other Poems." By Elizabeth 
Barrett Browning. 38 pp. London (1913). 

["The Enchantress." pp. 7-11. 

"A Tttie Dream." pp. 12-1S (reprinted in the ComktU 
Magatine, July i9i4)-1 

"Leila: A Tale." By Elizabeth Barrett Browning, upp. 
London (1913). 

The MS. of "Epbtle to a Canary" is now in the collec- 
tion of Mr. Edmund Gosse.) 



THE ENCHANTRESS 



Above the Aegean wave, the sun is glandog 
And o'er the dark depths, gently, silently 

The flitting tights, in rainbow hues, are dandng 
In rippling melody, the waters sigh, 

And the soft breathing z^ihyrs give r^y. 
Oh! beautiful is mom, and sweetly play 

The light and shadows o'er that lurid sky, 
As the last doud fades tranquil^ away, 
And the young hours undose the roseate lids of 
day. 
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Sweet is the musical breath of perfumed even, 
And sweet her setting sub on blushing wave, 
Hope's death bed, where we catch a glimpse of 
Heaven 
Which smiles on death, and triumphs o'er the 
grave. 
Sweet are her silvery tides that calmly lave 

The soft ascent of those delightful shores, 
When zephyrs kiss each other, and enslave 
Their wings In sunbeam chains and wreathed 

flowers. 
But sweeter, holier far, the morning's ambient 
hours. 



A little bark is sleeping on the billow, 
And round its stem the harmless breezes play, 

Cradling its frail form on a faithless pillow. 
Now Judas-like the light, quick, sparkling g)ray 

Kisses the prow, as onwards shoots its way 
Cutting with flashing keel the silver tide, 

And now impetuous through the quiet bay 
It seems on wings of life and light to glide, 
Till on the pebbly shore it heaves its grating side: 
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And from the stem a kugbing maiden leapt, 
And lightly on the golden sand she sprung; 

The waving ringlets from her fair brow swept 
With snowy fingers playfully she wrung 

From the wet spray. Hben all arotuid her flung 
A glance of hasty, anxious tenderness; 

Paused, looked again, and somewhat wildly sung 
A little air, then mute and motionless 
Hung on the gale which seemed like one dear 
voles to bless. 



Uke the conception of a Poet's dream 
Upon the wings of Inspiration caught. 

So exquisite in beauty, we might deem 
That spiritual essence in her form was wrought 

Purer than fancy, lovelier than thought. 
From the de^ azure of her eye of light 

The young soul seemed to spring untamed, im- 
taught; 
And lau^iing from its casement pure and bri^t 
Breathe through the o'ershadowing lash to care 
a long good night 
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From brow of purest marble gracefully 
Fell the bright locks upon her shoulder fair, 

Like moonbeams slewing on a quiet sea. 
Thou seemest, Ida, like a child of air 

But gone astray, and wandering pathless there 
With that aerial step, those sunny eyes 

Seeking some bright seraphic messenger 
To waft thee gently to thy kindred skies, 
Thy beautiful, long remembered, long lost Par- 
adise. 



And she had wandered from her own dear isle, 
The happy cradle of her innocent hours, 

Where life seemed bliss, and Nature was a smile 
Though soft the shade of her beloved bowers. 

And fair the Harem of her bright-eyed flowers 
That woo the amorous Sun's refulgent ray; 

Yet 'twas more sweet to watch the cloud that 
lowers 
Big, dark, and fateful on Eumonia's day 
Than revel in those fields, so lovely and so 
gay. 
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A rainbow on a stonny Heaven, she came 
To speak, of happier hours, and brighter skies; 

Breathe words of love, unlike, and yet the same, 
And kiss the tears from her Eumonia's eyes, 

Bidding Hope's sunshine transiently to rise. 
Then with a softly beaming smile recall 

Home's dear delights, where Memory fondly flies 
The wreathed roses, and her Father's Hall, 
Where erst she gaily bloomed the fairest Sower of 
aU. 



And Ida from the bark, impetuous, flew 
Till a delightful glimpse her quici eye caught, 

Sleeping on earth beneath the falling dew, 
Of the loved one her heart so fondly sou^t. 

But oh! Eumonia, had it ever thought 
To see thee thus, would it have thnobbed and 
leapt 

To meet thy smile? Yes I for to share thy lot 
Is joy. And Ida watched her as she slept, 
And gazed, and gazing turned away. Perchance 
she wept. 
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LEILA: A TALE 
Cahto I 
Be faded, and so calm and meek, 
So sofUy worn, so sweetly weak, 
So tearless, yet so lender, ktttd. 
And grieved /or those he left behind. 



Sweetest of hours ! when o'er the munnuring seas 
The fairy Elves on moonhght pillows sleep, 
Or hold communion with the silent breeze, 
That mutely o'er the heaving waves may creep. 
Sweetest of hours I Hie minstrel's fingers sweep 
His haip more softly when thou lingerest 
Be^de him, for 'tis sweet with thee to weep 
Friends loved and lost, and faithless tho' caressed, 
Or murmur in thine ear the name his heart loves 
best. 

n 
Sweetest of hours ! Thou soft and balmy shroud 
To sleeping nations and the billowy sea. 
Time wraps his pinions in a fleecy cloud. 
And treads more lightly as he looks on thee. 
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Thou art the Cradle of young memory, 
And Fancy doth, thy little aursling, play 
Around thee, laughing at his own wild glee. 
Sweetest of hours! beneath thy gentle sway, 
Tears fall more soothingly, and smiles appear more 

gay- 



Now, 'neath the influence of thy holy star, 
Tuning his tiandng notes to Lady fair, 
The Spanish Lover wakes the sweet guitar. 
Wreathing mild music with the moonlight air. 
And Venice, loveliest in her deq)air. 
Her pristine splendour may a while forget — 
Floating upon her midnight waters — where 
In sportive play the lights and shades have met. 
While glides thro' alvery tides the muacal Gon- 
dolet. 

IV 

But sweeter yet the Mgean muse appears 
Within the still and silent scene to sleep, 
While Dian seems to smile on it thro* tears. 
As on a slumbr'ing infant sighing creep 
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Tlie Slimmer winds upon the rippling deep, 
Seeming, as here they steal, more musical. 
Hark! do the Fays their nightly vigils keep, 
Bearing sweet music fioia their fury Hall, 
Tocatch.onmoontipt wings, the shadows as they fall? 



Is it the choral shell of Ocean's Dau^ters, 
Whose tunes invade the purity of night? 
Is it a Peri wailing from the waters, 
And sighing for some visitant of light 

. To come and swathe her with his presence bright? 
Ah, no! the notes that softly thus beguile 
Move gaUy, till the voice of laughter quite 
Overwhelms their sounds — and, see. Heaven's 
starry smile 

Gleams on those torch-lit towers that crown the 
Corsair's isle! 

VI 

Hiy festive dances, Ldla, thou delayest 
But little, since thy father's bark hath sought 
The perilous deep. Thy Maidens' smiles are 

gayest, 
Thine own are brightest since the £rown that 

taught 
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Those * truant, lau^ung eyes to mimic thought, 
And that yoimg brow to doff its plajdul guise, 
And wear the pride a Corsair's Daughter's ought, 
Hatli passed away — ^while swift o'er Ocean flies 
The Corsair's daring Bark beneath contending skies. 



And Otho oft had left his lovely child, 
To carry terror to some distant shore, 
And dare his desp'rate fortunes— for he smiled 
At danger, death, and all the ills of war — 
His ear found mu^ in the cannon's roar; 
Yet when around his Leila's neck he flung 
His arms, and sighed "perhaps we meet no more," 
With quiv'ring 1^ he kissed her eyes' soft blue, 
And breathed with falt'ring tongue a Father's fond 
Adieu. 

vm 
She was his alt, his ht^ioness, his life, 
The gentle ^ring of every soothing bliss; 
The younger image of a sainted wife. 
The playful spy on each unuttered wish, 

' The MS. (kindly verified by Mr. Wise) has "Thou," 
with a. full stop at the end of the preceding line; but it does 
not seem possible to obtain sense from such a tat. 
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The tie that bound him to a world like this. 
And oft he strove to bid her bosom rise 
'Bove Youth's light smiles, and follies womanish, 
To store her mind with warlike histories, 
And read his glorious meed in Leila's sunny eyes! 

IX 

When yet a child upon her artless ear 

He breathed strange tales of blood and treachery, 

And if the twice told feats she seemed to hear 

V^th infantine impatience, in his eye 

Sate the deep gloom that passed not quickfy 

by. 
While panting for her sports of childish glee, 
With innocent boldness, and endearments sly, 
The little Captive struggled from his knee. 
And dapped her infant hands, and smiled that she 

was free ! 



But now when Ldla's eye of varying light 
Had softened into woman's downcast gaze, 
No more she swiftly sped her sportive flight 
From Otho's call, but stayed a while to praise 



fbyGoogIc 



88 NEW POEMS 

The tongue of fame that deeds like his rqiays. 
Tiien hung so tenderly on his caress, 
Ttiat thou oft heard liim (thus the old man says) 
Even her half-smothered lau£^ with fondness 
bless, 
l^c g&yi light-hearted, burst of r^ildiph happiness. 



llius passed young Leila's days, and Pleasure 

seemed 
The hours to colour with his ro^ wing, 
For so her gentle heart enchanted dreamed, 
But in her father's absence she could sing 
More blithely with her maids, more lightly ^ring 
In the swift dance, enjoying every wish. 
And yet, when storms on creaking pinions bring 
Sea-racking winds, she longed for Otho's kiss, 
And whispered "Without him it cannot all be bliss." 



And Otho's bark had passed the billowy seas, 
And mirth and laughter rung in Otho's Hall, 
Mingling their peals with the melodious breeze. 
Upon the still and moonlight waters fall 
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The lights that blaze within that lof^ wall, 
Where soft-toned lutes and youthful voices meet 
\^th Minstrel haips, the gayest notes of all, 
im music swells so munnuringly sweet 
It seems the echoii^ sound of their light glandng 
feett 



Fair Leila leads the dance, and graceful wind 
The lovely dancers, innocently gay. 
With sunny blows, and hearts that leave behind 
All cares, Joy wafts on painted wings away. 
And smiles, in sportive mood, delighted play 
From qres to lips, from lip to glowing cheek. 
But the haips ceasel confused the dancers stray, 
Led slyly wrong by some wild maiden's freak. 
Who lau{^ the gay excuse her light heart cannot 
speak. 



And breathless Leila sank upon a coudi. 

And from her radiant, animated brow 

Shook the fair rii^lets — "OhI" she cried, "how 

much 
I thirst for sherbet, in its maze of snow. 
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We dance no more to-night, at least not now — 
So Zee! Florida! Maidens! sit ye down — 
And, slaves, Sherbetl No tarrying I allowl 
Quick, the full bowl with sparkling lustre crown ! " 
The playful Despot spake and feigned a sportive 
frown. 



"My Lady," said the youthful Florida, "sweet 

Is the refreshing tide of cool sherbet, 

But when soft sounds and laughing goblets 

meet, 
Believe me, Leila, it is sweeter yet. 
for the Music I can ne'er forget. 
That yesternight upon my senses fell. 
As heedlessly my wandering steps I let 
Glide near the Northern Turret's grated cell! 
And still my wrapt soul bears that music's exquisite 

sweU." 

XVI 

"Who in the Northern Turret lingers, Thor?" 
Exclaimed, with eager voice, the listening maid. 
"Two Captives harried from the Grecian shore, 
And one a minstrel youth," the old man said, 
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"For want of ransom in the dtingeon laid." 
"Gol bring him hither, I will hear him sing, 
To-night, this hour, it shall not be delayed, 
For my soul hangs on expectation's wings. 
To hear the musical sound of that young Minstrel's 
string." 



So spake, with voice impatient, Otho's Child; 

And, springing from her couch impetuous, so 

Entreatingly upon the old man smiled 

That his heart melted in an honest glow 

Of kind, indulgent tenderness, and the' 

Stem Otho's mandates should his steps prevent, 

He only shook his silv'ry locks of snow 

With smile that half reproach half kindipss 

meant, 
Gazed on her lau^ui^ brow, and blessed her as he 

vent 



01 youth is like a year of circling springs! 
Or a sweet Faeryland of trancing dreams, 
Where rainbow joys and bright imaginings 
On the warm landscape come in sunny gleams. 
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Till the young, innocent heart enchanted deems 
That life is imaged by a sunny day — 
And gazing with delight upon the beams 
Of pleasure's wings, so rosy and so gay, 
Foigets they are the plumes with which he flies 
away. 



And, breathless with impatience, Leila stood 
With hands fast clasped, and balmy l^s apart, 
To hear returning steps. The eloquent blood 
Rushed to her temples from her beating heart. 
As wide the portal flew with echoing start. 
Who comes? 'Tis Thor, and at his side he brings 
Tlie Minstrel Boy, tho' not with step alert, 
But slowly sad, unlike Youth's bounding springs, 
While on his arm he bears his lute with many 
strings. 



He was a ^mple youth with pensive biow, 
TTiat a sad, heartrending tale might £peak 
Of patient suffering and enduring woe. 
The pallid wanness of his sunken cheekj 
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And his frail fonn, so tremulously weak, 
Told mutely health's decay and hope's alloy. 
In his soft eye there dwelt a spirit meek, 
And gentle, and teagned, the' strange to joy, 
For smiles indeed were strange to that poor Minstrel 
Boy. 



And kindly Leila on his pale brow gazed, 
Then some encouraging words of kindness spoke, 
And the famed music of his young voice praised. 
The Minstrel smiled not, spake not, but his look 
Was grateful, as his little lute he took 
Within his wasted hand, and tried to sweep 
His fingers o'er it. But the tunes awoke 
Something within him that had seemed to sleep — 
The hand convulsive paused, the Minstrel turned to 
weep. 

xxn 

TVas but a struggle, soon and qoickly o'er, 
And once again his spirit calmer grew; 
And calm his saint-like forehead as before — 
And if a feverish glow of warmer hue 
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Flushed tlie pale cheek, or if the eye of bhie 
Still glistened with a tear subdued and meek, 
They were the only signs, so simply true, 
Hmt seemed, with sad ejqiressiveness, to speak 
How deep AfOictioQ struck, how soon his heart must 
break I 



"Poor Minstrell" said young Leila, and she took 
One tremulous hand within her fingers fair. 
It was too much, his frame convulsive shook, 
And, faiating, to a couch the maidens bear 
The dying youth. He had endured despair. 
Jail, hunger, anguish, slav'ry, sufE'ring, paiit — 
But when the voice of kindness on his ear 
Fell gently sweet, he sank beaieath the strain, 
IBs lone and broken heart ne'er deemed to hear 



"Dear Lady," said the Minstrel's lalt'ring 

tongue, 
"Compassion's tears within those soft eyes swell, 
And thy fast-beating heart is yet too yotmg 
To hear unmoved the story I might telL 
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Wh^ Death forbids my flitting soul to dw^, 
Heav'n is befoie me, but with one annoyi 
A Father lingers in a grated cell." 
"Nay! nay!" said Leila, "he shall taste the joy 
Of Freedom's light ere mom — but hve, poor, 
sufE'ring Boy!" 



XXV 

"Thanks, gentle Lady, he has loved me less 
Perchance than sires who play a fonder part. 
Yet will he soften into tenderness 
When this sad tiding shall thy slaves impart; 
For well I know he has a genUe heart, 
Though sternly wedded to an idle need. 
But tell him, Lady, kindest as thou art, 
What calmness in my eyes he now might read, 
And how his dying boy found happiness indeed. 



"Tell him, oh! tell him of my peaceful death. 
I looked for pain and found a Father's smile; 
I looked for terror's gale, and lo! the breath 
Of Paradise, to comfort and beguile. 
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Hope came instead of bitterness, the while 
Mercy himg near on her ledeeming wing. 
Tell him all this, and bid him not revilel 
Then give my lute, which to his mind may bring 
The once beloved hand that wandered on its 
string." 

xxvn 

"Oh! speak not," Leila cried, "so moumftiByl 
For Hope and Freedom lend thee comfort yet, 
And happiness — Thou must not, shait not die — 
Joy and thy destiny at last have met. 
Then wilt thou Heav'n's dear gifts refuse, and let 
Despair o'erwhelm the spirit erst so mild? 
Nay, glad thy youthful heart, and care foiget; 
Thou wilt not suffer long," said Otho's Child. 
"Nol" whispered that meek boy, and cla^)ed his 
hands, and smiled ! 

xxvm 

Sweet was the smile, and beautiful, and faint. 
Upon his pallid brow it mildly slept, 
Shedding its radiance On the passing Saint! 
What hand the Minstrel's desolate lute hath 
swept? 
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Twas but the wind that thro' the lattice kept 
Its mournful music o'er the Ocean's bed. 
And wildly Leila hid her face, and wept 
Above that bojr — she weeps upon the dead — 
Ilie fiuttering pulse was still, the Minstrel's soul 
had fled. 
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But v^ere is the now bound prisoner, vher^ 

Campbell. 
That heart has long been changed, 
Worm-iUte 'taas trampled, adder-Hke avenged. 

Bybon. 
I 

O Freedou is the watch-tower of the soul, 
That lights the lofty thought, the flashing eye ! 
True as the faithful magnet to the pole 
Do noble hearts to Freedom's banner fly, 
Beneath its shade to conquer or to diet 
And if her smile the Patriot's soiil forsake. 
It sinks beneath Oppression's yoke for aye, 
Lone as Eolian haips, that never wake, 
Save when across their chords their own wild 
breezes break. 



Sweet Liberty! thou art a Spuit fair 
And exqui^te; the discontented Gloom, 
And red-winged War, thy stormy Parents were! 
Thy birthplace was the Patriot's cold, bleak 
Uanb; 
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Racked wert thou by the sighs that mourned his 

doom; 

And when thine eyes first opened into day, 

Smilin^y bright, the gathering mists t'illtmie, 

Thy Parents howling sank beneath their ray, 

To see a thing so much more beautiful than they. 



A moonbeam slewing on a troubled ocean, 
A rainbow floatiog on a daikening sky. 
Thou a>mest forth amidst the world's com- 
motion, 
Oasb of the desert! Liberty! 
Back from thy radiant brows the long locks fly, 
While shri^ the battle, and where flames the 

sword I 
So midst the din of warring clouds on high 
The Spirit of the Lightning walks abroad 
In his sublimity, the storm's blue-pinioned Lord \ 



Twas midnight. In that castle's grated cell 
The lonely Captive couched. He did not sleep. 
For thoughts within his daA eye seem to dweU 
Too wild tor rest, for utterance too de^. 
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Thio' the small grate their song the cold winds 

keq>; 
He tried their chilling influence to restrain 
By turning from the blasts, that nearer creep, 
Wtb a stem smile, half mockery, half pain. 
The heavy iron clanked, the Captive smiled again. 



It was a ghastly gleam, that seemed to make 
Hie darkness of his brow more terrible; 
The lip an instant moved, as if to ^>eak 
Curses, that suit a lip so dreadful well. 
But the half accents withered as they fell. 
Thoughts dark and wild his bosom seem to em- 
ploy. 
Till steps approach the entrance of his cdl; 
Then o'er his pale cheek gleamed a rugged joy — 
"It is," the Father cried, "It is, it is my boy!" 



A vision stood before him. 'Twas not he, 
The gentle partner of the Captive's chain, 
But an aerial form that seems to be 
Like those bright shapes that sometimes cross the 
brain, 
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When music wraps us in her traosiiig strain. 
Yet it was living, for its soft eyes swim 
In Heaven's own light, reflected back again. 
And it was woman, for it looked on him, 
Then pitying turned away — those eyes were grow- 
ing dim! 

vn 
"Stranger," she whig)ered, but her voice was 

bn^en, 
And her tone faltered, yet in that lone word, 
So faint, so low, so tremulously ^>oken, 
Something seemed breathed that tenderness 

deserved. 
A thought within the Captive's soul was stirred, 
And he sprang forwards with convulsive strain, 
Hand clenched, and eye distended as he heard; 
Then sank exhausted on his couch again, 
And pressed his anguished head upon the cold, 
damp chain. 

vm 

Awed, sh""H"g, trembling, the young Ldla stood, 
Gazing upon his anguish silently; 
Her gentle heart revolving how it should 
Most kindly and most tenderly reply 
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To the fierce question of his burning eye. 
Tbea with a cheek averted, sadly pale. 
And tottering step, approaching him more ni^, 
She showed beneath her simple, roseate vefl 
The Minstrel's little lute — 'twas all the Minstrel's 
tale] 

K 

And eloquently well that tale it spake, 

And seemed the whole distracting truth to 

bring 
Home to the father's heart. It did not break, 
But it swelled big, as tho' 'twere labouring 
With agony too weighty to take wing. 
Fast quivered his stem lip, as hastily 
He stretched his ironed hand to touch a string. 
'TTwas but a touch, but more it seined to be — 
" Tliou wert my boy's," he cried, and tears gushed 

wild and freel 



The Father w^t upon the last, last token 
Of the dead child who could no longer bless. 
And Leila with a voice gentle, but broken, 
Gave the last words of simple tenderness 
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She heard his boy's bebved lips express. 
She told him how he loved him, and how mild 
He looked with unrepmipg gentleness 
To Heaven, and felt his innocent soul b^fuiled 
When Death came softly down, and freed him as he 



O Musical are the light, gay sounds that fall 
From woman's hps, when joy those lips im- 

parti 
Yet softest, dearest, loveliest of all 
Are her mild soothings of tbe aching heart. 
For kindness is her most delightful Art 
And it is sweet when in the bosom lies 
The throe of anguish, and afflictions smart, 
To learn submis^n to the ruling skies, 
And gather healing bliss from woman's gentle ^es. 



And as the trembling girl with accents soft 
Spoke of his Boy, the Father mutely there 
Hung on the story, never heard too oft, 
And wept less wildly. Then from his de^>air 
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For the first time looked up and gazed on 

hei, 
That young bright thing that in the moonlight 

stands 
So wondrous pitying, yet so very fair; 
Breathing, with swimming eyes and fast clasped 

hands, 
Words sweet as summer waves rippling on yellow 

sands. 



Eindly he looked upon her, with a gaze 

That seemed more calm, tho' Anguish quivered 

thro'; 
And tried his hoUow, tranulous voice to raise 
In tones that came half smothered, hoarse, and 

low — 
"Fair Being, say," he murmured, "Who art 

thou 
Tliat comest thus, the Cf^tive's sorrow wild 
To soothe with that compassi(5nate voice and 

brow?" 
And Leila bent her head, and answered mild — 
"My Father's name thou knowest, I am Otho's 

Child." 
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Uprose the Captive in his frenzy, flashed 
His raging eye in bloodshot agony; 
And with the Maniac's furious strength he dashed 
The fetters wildly from him, and stood free. 
" Whom made thy Father childless? was it mef 
Yet, maiden, fear not, innocence will save 
Even Otho's child from Death; enough 'twill 

be 
To render blood for blood, and grave for grave!" 
"Yet," said the shuddering girl, "he died, and he 

forgave." 



"What, my poor boy? Ah yes! it was his guilt, 

His gentleness, the lesson of his creed, 

His madness or his weakness, what thou wilt. 

To pray for his Destroyer, nor to heed 

The sting that bade his iimocent bosom bleed. 

Save by the whiq>ered words that sometimes 

q>oke 
His pale fips in their meekness — for indeed 
My boy's heart did not coil beneath the stroke 
To curse the striker — ^No! it lay still, and it brokel" 
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The Father paused, and from his tortured brow 
Wiped the cold sweat that stood profusely there, 
And breathed a short convulsive groan of woe. 
Then in the hoarse, wild accents of despair 
Hehurriedon — "Girl! Otho set the snar© 
For the young dove defenceless and oppressed. 
But he has stumbled on the tiger's lair; 
He aimed his arrow at the wild deer's breast, 
But thrust his crushing heel within the adder's 
nest." 



"Yes! we shall meet, the wronger and the 

wronged. 
The Corsair and the Captive, we shall meet! 
And tho' his Pirate bands around be thronged. 
Yet will I rush upon him; 'twill be sweet 
To stamp his heart's blood out beneath my feetl 
muacal and rapturous the clang 
Of his bright arms when dust and armour greet! 
But sweeter yet to watch his dying pang!" 
Grimly the Captive smiled, and loud the night 

winds sang. 
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Breathless and pale the shuddering Leila lent 
Het fainting fonn against that prison wall, 
With eyes upon the raging Maniac bent, 
lliat seemed to drink the passionate words that 

faU 
(The wringings of Despair's embittered gall) 
From his wild lips, and tho' her heart grew chill 
And sick with dread, yet when her thoughts recall 
His sufferings and his anguish, grown more bold, 
These were the hurried words her trembling accents 

told. 



"Ye must not, shall not meetl for I will ope 
lliese portals, and the smile of hberty 
Shall give thee back again to life and hope. 
And when, stem man, thou shalt again be free, 
Should'st thou then think in some dull hour of 

me. 
Let not revenge within thy bosom wake! 
But kindly in thy memory bear that she, 
Leila, the Corsair's Cliild, thy bonds did break; 
And 01 foi|;ive his deeds, for his poor Daughter's 

sake I" 



fbyGoogIc 



NEW POEMS 



"Follow me quit^! the smaU boat waits before 
These towers, and Ocean ripples at its side. 
Eager to waft thee to thy native shore. 
Then haste! for fair the hour and fresh the tide! 
My Father's frown? Ah no, he will not chide, 
For often has this hand his captives freed, 
And then forgiveness never was denied; 
For he's all tenderness — indeed — indeed! 
And kind her Father's smile when Leila's accents 
plead." 



There was a simple pathos in the tone 

Of these light words, so guileless and so few, 

Hiat sank into the heart. And gently shone 

A tear upon her cheek; a half smile too, 

As eagerly her delicate hands xmdrew 

The iron bolts. The spacious corridor 

They pass with rapid footsteps, hurrying thro' — 

Who in the moonlight stands, with dreadful 

lower? 
O Heaven! has Otho's bark already reached the 

shore? 
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No sound or shriek did Leila's lips breathe out, 
But wildly to a column's base she clung; 
For in her dizzy ear the maniac shout 
Of the free Captive like a fiend's yell rung. 
And on her sight the dagger's bright blade flung 
Its flickering lightning, ominous and chill. 
Chief has met Chief, and foe on foe has sprung. 
The grappling strain — the curse that thirsts 

to kill— 
A pause — a rushing soimd — one groan — and aJl was 

stiUl 



An instant, and the Daughter's amis were thrown 
Round her fall'n Sire, while tearless a^ny 
From her scared heart, so young and yet so 

lone, 
Burst forth in one long, wild, convulsive cry! 
A savage shout the Murderer's lips reply. 
As 'neath his bloody grasp the casements crash; 
And down he leaps, with laugh of mockery, 
Into the deep. Tlie billows heavily q)lash, 
And far before his arm the drcUng waters flash. 
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He fled, and unobserved, tho' numerous throng 
The Maidens that in Leila's love were knit, 
And Chiefs that to her father's ranks belong. 
To mai^ that scene the torch's red glare lit 
Faces, where different passions darkly flit. 
Horror and vengeance, curse and sympathy 
Were there, in characters of terror writ. 
The breath supprest — the muttered whisper's 
sigh— 
The question's hurried tone that waited not r^y! 



"Why crowd ye round me," said young Leila, 

"so? 
1 1^ ye be is dead, I killed him there!" 
And a smile came across her cold, white brow, 
like moonlight on a marble s^nilchre. 
While, with the sickening calmness of de^Kiir, 
She laid her maddened cheek dose, close to his, 
Twining her fingers in his bloody hair, 
And pressing on his lips the same fond kiss 
She gave him in her hours of happiness and bliss. 
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Gently they bore her irom that scene of dread, 
And strove to sooth her soul, too wildly gay, 
She seemed to list, but heard not what they said, 
For still her wandering %s distracted say 
"Hedied — I murdered him." Thus, day by day, 
She sank into the grave — 'till one fair night. 
Raising her dying eyes to Heaven to pray, 
She was consoled; then breathed, with brow of 
light, 
"Dear Hinda, death is sweet — the Minstrel told 
us right" 



Twas the last sound her gentle accents spoke; 
And all the Poet's humble page records 
Of her, whose young and filial heart was broke 
By its own tenderness, are these few words. 
And as the music of the sighing chords, 
That weave her lone dirge with the passing gale. 
This little stoiy of her grief affords. 
01 let its influence o'er thine heart prevail, 
And laid a pitying tear to Ldla's simple talel 
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(Dramed at Sidmtmlk, 1833) 

I HAD not aa evil end in view, 

Tho' I trod the evil way; 
And why I practised the ma^c art, 

My dream it did not say. 

I unsealed the vial mystical, 

I ou^ured the liquid thing, 
And while the smoke came wreathing out, 

I stood unshuddering. 

Hie smoke came wreathing, wreathing out, 

All mute, and dark, and slow, 
Till its cloud was stained with a fleshty hue, 

And a fleshly form 'gan show. 

Then paused the smoke — the fleshty taim 

Looked steadfast in mine ee, 
His beard was black as a thundercknid, 

But I trembled not to see. 
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I unseated the vial mystical, 

I outpoured the liquid thing, 
And while the smoke came wreathing out, 

I stood unsbuddering. 

The smoke came wreathing, wreathing out, 

All mute, and dark, and slow. 
Till its cloud was stained with a fleshly hue. 

And a fleshly fonn 'gan show. 

Then paused the smoke — but the mortal form 

A garment swart did veil, 
I looked on it with fixed heart, 

Yea — not a pulse did fail I 

I unsealed the vial mystical, 

I outpoured the liquid thing, 
And while the smoke came wreathing out, 

I stood unshuddering. 

Tht snoke came wreathing, wreathing out, 
And now it was faster and lighter. 

And it bore on its folds the rainbow's hues. 
Heaven could not show thou bitter. 
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Then paused the smoke, the rainbow's hues 

Did a childish face express — 
The rose in the cheek, the blue in the eyne, 

The yellow in the tress. 

The fair young child shook back her hair, 
And round me her arms did wreathe. 

Her lips were hard and cold as stone, 
They sucked away my breath. 

I cast her off as she clung to me, 

Wi\h hate and shuddering; 
I brake the vials, and foresware 

Hie cursed, cursed thing. 

Anon outspake a brother of mine — 

"Upon the pavement, see. 
Besprent with noisome poison slime, 

Those twining serpents three." 

Anon outspake my wildered heart 

As I saw the serpent train — 
"I have called up three existences 

I cannot quench again. 
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"Alas! with unholy company, 

My lifetime they will scathe; 
They wiU hiss in the storm, and on sunny days 

Will gleam and thwart my path." 

Outspake that pi^ong brother of mine — 

"Now nay, my sister, nay, 
I will pour on them oil of vitriol, 

And bum their lives away." 

"Now nay, my brother, torture not, 

Now hold thine hand, and spare." 
He poured on them oil of vitriol, 

And did not heed my prayer. 

I saw the drops of torture fall; 

I heard the shriekings rise, 
While the serpents writhed in agony 

Beneath my dreaming eyes. 

And while they shrieked, and while they writhed, 

And inward and outward wotmd, 
They waxed larger, and their wail 

Assumed a human sound. 
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And glared their eyes, and their slimy scales 

Were roundly and redly bright, 
Most like the lidless sun, what time 

Thro' the mist he meets your sight. 

And larger and larger they wased still, 

And longer still and longer; 
And they shrieked in their pain, " Come, come to us, 

We are stronger, we are stronger." 

Upon the ground I laid mine head, 

And heard the wailing sound; 
I did not wail, I did not writhe — 

I laid me on the ground. 

And larger and larger they waxed still 

And longer still and longer; 
And they shridied in their pangs, " Come, come to us. 

We are stronger, we are stronger." 

Then up I raised my burning brow. 

My quiv'ring arms on high ; 
I ^ake in prayer, and I named aloud 

Hie name of sanctity. 
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And as in my anguish I prayed and named 

Aloud the holy name, 
The impious mocking serpoit voice 

Did echo back the same. 

And larger and laiger they waxed still, 

And stronger still and longer! 
And they shrieked in their pangs, " Come, come to us, 

We are stronger, we are stronger." 

Then out from among them arose a form 

In shroud of death indued — 
I fled from him with wings of wind. 

With whirlwinds he pursued. 



I stood by a chamber door, and thought 

Wthin its gloom to hide; 
I locked the door, and the while forgot 

That I stood on the outer side. 

And the knell of mine heart was wildly tolled 

While I grasped still the key; 
For I felt beside me the icy breath, 

And knew that that was he. 
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I heard these words, "Whoe'er doth iaste, 

Will drink the magic bowl; 
So her body may do my mission here 

Companioned by her soul." 

Mine hand was cold as the k^ it held, 
Mine heart had an iron weight; 

I saw a gleam, I heard a sound — 
The clock was striking eight. 
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The manuscript of the ensuing "Epistle to a 
Canary" has not hitherto been printed, or even 
described. Tlie verses, in the handwriting of the 
author, weie preserved among the Browning MSS. 
until their dispersal after Robert Barrett Brown- 
ing's death. The "Epistle" bears no title, place, or 
date, but it is not difficult to reconstruct its history 
with some exactness. There can be no doubt that 
it was addressed to Maiy Russell Mitford's pet 
canary, from 74 Gloucester Place, Portman Square, 
the Barretts' London house since 1835. The ac- 
quaintance of Miss Barrett with Miss Mitford 
began in May 1836. Formal at first, in a few 
months it ripened into a close and tender intima<7. 
Late in January 1837 the country friend paid a 
visit, apparently her first, to 74 Gloucester Place, 
and saw the various pets, and the ways of the 
Barrett family, a knowledge of which seems pre- 
supposed in the "Epistle." It was about this time 
that Elizabeth wrote her poem, "The Doves," 
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which was published in The Serapkim of 1838, 
begimung 

Hy little doves have left a nest 
Upon an Indian tree. 

It is one of this pair of doves who is supposed to 
indite the epistle to Miss Mitford's canary. Both 
ladies expatiated in their correspondence on the 
merits of their "dear pets," and letters exfat in 
which they have sentimentally exchanged canary- 
feathers. Miss Mitford boasted herself a "com- 
plete bird-fancier." I think it possible that the 
present "Epistle" may be connected with that 
"story of the Doves" which Mary Russdl Mitford 
acknowledges in a letter of February 22, 1837. At 
all events the "Epistle " must be earlier in date than 
August 16, 1837, when Elizabeth Barrett annoimced 
that "a new little dove had appeared from a sheU, 
over which nobody had prognosticated good." It 
is incredible that, if so thrilling an occurrence had 
already taken place when the "Epistle" was 
written, no mention should be made of it by the 
enthusiastic parent. 

Hie poem is one of many loose and pleasant 
private missives in verse which Miss Barrett in- 
dulged in during those eariy years. It is valuable 
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from the information it gives about the household 
at Gloucester Place, the birds, the dog Myrtle, 
William the butler, the shrouded and limited exist- 
ence of the poet, with its windows wide open to the 
horizons of the imagination.— Edmdnd Gosse. 

Deas unknown friend, esteemed Canary! 
I've read your letter sent by Mary. 
I've read it with sufficient pleasure 
To draw a joyous choral measure 
From £dl the birds in Vallombrosa, — 
A place you've heard of, I suppose, Sir. 

My ^>ouse and I accept the honour 
You put upon me and upon her, 
And here with equal cordiality 
Ketum our friendship's mutuahty. 
It is indeed a high coimnunion, 
When hearts of birds can meet in union, 
And mine beneath my wing is beating, 
Just like a lark's, the sunshine greeting, 
To think that I, whose sun's a masked one. 
Have still your friendship to be basked in; 
That I and my companion, fated 
To be for aye expatriated, 
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To dt at London windows, viewing, 

For fail green hills, the human ruin. 

Hearing, for river-songs, wind-catches, — 

"Old clothes, old clothes," and "Buy my 

matches," — 
Should still have friendship's sweet assistance 
From songful spirits at a distance. 
For here is human friendship only, 
And Mrs. Dove and I aie lonely; 
And tho' on seasons out of number, 
We're kissed by human lips to slumber; 
And tho' we feel caresses loving 
Drawn round our eyelids, without moving — 
And nestle upon hands, confiding, 
As if in forest-shadows hiding; 
And even condescend to show us 
Obedient when some tongues speak to us; 
Yet, after all, this human love, 
Dear Sir, what is it to a Dove? 
It is not quite as cruel, truly, 
As I did think, (I own, unduly,) 
When first the dreadful reasoning creature 
Surprised me in the hush of nature; 
But still 'tis poor and sad, half folly, 
Half wildness, and whole melanchoty; 
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And if we were not near each otber, 
We should have only you, my brother, 
To keep our spirits from dejection, 
While darkened so with man's affection. 

And now dear brother-friend, Canary ,- 
It se^neth to me necessary 
To write a portrait of the being 
You deign to value without seeing; 
That, having read it, inartistic 
As it may be, and egoistic, 
You may attain a clearer notion 
Of one who loves you to devotion. 

My feathers, — do not think me proud, — 

Are colored faintly as a cloud, 

A fair brown cloud at dawn of day, 

Which bears, within a golden ray, 

A secret kept, which all the way 

Shines out for joy. My feet are red. 

Contrastingly, as used to tread 

Bright sunset clouds, and thence retaining 

The colour of their crimson staining; 

My golden eyes may each have drawn 

A spark of light from highest dawn. 
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WWch glows and opens, as you view them, 

Till sunset reds are likest to them; 

Nor marvel that I so have won mine 

Image out of clouds and sunshine, 

When ancestors of mine, above them, 

So often flew as Venus drove them. 

And on my neck I still am wearing 

The yoke-mark, which their part was, bearing 

A fair light mark, my neck enringing, 

A nunbow out of darkness springing; 

I would not change it for your singing; 

ITio' certainly Anacreon's story 

Detracts a little from the glory, 

Saying she sold him "for a song" our 

Grandsire, most insulting wronger; 

But some, in dear esteem who hold us, 

Declare she never would have sold us, — 

Not for an epic, whose aroma 

Was all of amaiynths and Homer. 

Enough! No peacock's tail, a glowing 
Upon earth's daikest dust bestowing, 
Is swept by me (my tail partaketh 
The universal shade she makethi); 
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And yet with such a graceful tnotioii 
I rise and stoop like waves on ocean, 
I hear applied what one expresses 
About "majestic lowlinesses." 
A sudden fear, reflection raises, — 
"What will he think of these self-praises?" 
But, dear kind friend, we birds inherit 
No mountiag and immortal spirit; 
Our soub are our fair forms, and we do 
More glory in them than men need do. 
Yet beauty is not all, nor doubt me 
(In naming other things about me), 
I am too modest e'er to quarrel 
With such as you for music's laurel, — 
I mean for science! All my chanting 
Was learnt frcon winds and waves descanting; 
A solemn sweetness is its feature, 
A sad slow monotone of nature, — 
The fall of dew and leaf resembling 
So much, it sets my bosom trembling 
With a soft memory-passion, mourning 
For things to which is no returning. 
Alas I Alas! what am I doing? 
I break into a sudden cooing — 
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Forgive me! tho' myself affected, 
I would not make my friend dejected. 
And seriously considered, cages, 
The' portions of the iron ages, 
Are not, for all their wlies, to shut us 
From many true delights that suit us. 
For all their iron wires, they loose us 
To our "adversity's sweet uses "; 
And I myself am quite aware of 
A deepened inward sense, a care of 
More intellectual things, than found me 
With only woods and skies around me. 
For instance, what imagination 
Of bird, at large in the creation, 
Tho' wont in flights sublime to risk it, 
E'er reached a vision of white biscuit? 

To balance this, I own at present 
Some drcumstances are unpleasant, 
And the associates I am able 
To mix with, are exc^tionable; 
There is a littie dog whose name is 
Myrtie ! Oh, that au^t so famous 
To doves and Venus as that tree is 
Should lend its name to such as he is I 
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But SO it is, and, speaking justly, 

This Myrtle's neither fierce nor crusty, 

A poor dull worthy dog, reposing 

All day beside the fiie, with nose in 

The rug, and eyes half shut, which show them 

Properly meek, whene'er we do them 

The honour of approaching to them. 

Yet this same Myrtle (will you credit 

The monstrous statement when you've read 

it?) 

With insolent afiFronteiy, hath in 
The water placed for us to bathe in 
Immersed his nose, and fall'n to drinking, 
As if a common fountain-brink on; 
And this offence has been repeated 
Twice, thrice or four times, and we meet it 
With proper indignation, springing 
Towards him with a martial singing 
In om' wings, and fiercely wave them 
About his head, who dares not brave them, 
But walks away, retiring slowly, 
To show he is not servile wholly! 
A worthy dog, in his totality, — 
Hio' wantiog tact and ideality. 
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Then there's a parrot with its staring 
Black eyes, and insolence past bearing, 
Our own compatriot, (Cain was Abel's, 
As heard our grand-dame 'mong the cables 
Of Noah's ark,) and green, most vernally 
As if our tropic woods eternally 
Had stained his wings, without bestowing 
The calmness ^eir deep heart is knowing; 
For she is full of stir and meanness, 
More anxious after blue than greenness; 
Her native screechings trans-atlantic, 
Commingling with a slang pedantic 
Of "what's a clock?" (D^:eaerate folly, 
A bird take note of time!!) or "Polly 
Put on the kettle" or "Water Cresses"!! 
I name with horror these excesses, 
And feel, from inward indignation, 
I would not stoop t' articulation 
Not even of Greek, — tho' tanpted sorest, — 
Not for a green nest in a forest! 
This parrot iiabits, as is proper, 
A lower room, and we, an upper, 
And neither of us often views her 
Except when people introduce her. 
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And then, dear friend, you'd really wonder 
To see how she would ke^ us under, — 
As if, besides her linguist powers, her 
Tail was twice as long as ours are! 
Devouring all our seed, or wasting — 
Objecti:^ even to our tasting. 
Of course we would resist but (praise me!) 
High-tree-bom birds have delicacy — 
And then — and then — if I must sjwak. Sir, 
She has, besides her ^es, a beak, Sir! 
My own compatriot with such candour 
Being portrayed, acquit of slander 
My true opinion of another. 
Whose honour 'twas, to call you brother; 
Canary was he, even as you are, 
Tho' his accx>mp]ishments were fewer. 
A pretty sprightly bird, that never 
Reflected, hoppii^ on for ever 
With more of volatile giration 
Than could deserve my admiration, 
My spouse, myself, and Myrtle, eyeii^ 
By turns, and sometimes even prying 
Into my nest, — which was most trying, — 
WasI is not. He is gone! one morning, 
He fiew whence there is no letuimng 
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B^rand the opened panes, — to hie hint 
Where human kind could not come nigh him. 
Well! peace be his! may he have rested, 
Where every bird is mu^c-breasted, 
Where shines the sun on Az or Yarrow, 
United to some gentle sparrow. 

And now, dear friend, I must pursue mine 

Account, by noticing the human. 

May you the generous fates have brought, where 

Are none who don long coats and short hair, 

But if, of those dread beings, any 

Are near you, near to me are many; 

And we may speak of griefs resembling, 

In friendsh^'s ^mpathetic trembling. 

Alas! dear friend! what awful noises 

They make with footstqis and with voices I 

With what a clashing laugh they tease usl 

How roughly by our tails they seize us! 

And, in our sweetest chantings, cry out 

(Have th^ no ear for music?) "Quiet!!" 

There's one, — I think they call him William, — 

A hawk's or vulture's soul must fill bimi 

For every day he's sternly able 

To lay a red cloth on the table 
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And thai a white one, like the U^tning 
Flashing wide I It is too f ri^tening ! 
Our very senses seem retreating, 
And really,— we can't go on eating. 

You'll wish that he would come this minute. 
To end a scrawl with so much in it. 
And so, farewell! You will not wonder 
"Iliat metre-rules I've written under; 
Creation's self's a poem, written 
In lovelier rhymes than I have hit on; 
And I was taught by winds patlietic. 
Thro' shaken woods, to be poetic. 
Besides I sit, — perhaps you know it? — 
Close to a human feeble poet; 
And tho' her verse is very wanting 
In all that beautifies my chanting 
Yet still she leams in nature's college, 
And has a little sound dove-knowledge; 
And I confess, — now don't discover 
I condescend too much, — I love herl 
At least you'll pardon me, Canary! 
You love a human thing like Maryl 

Farewell I we are not of one feather, 
Yet suieb' would agree together, 
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And, tho' apart, believe the tove 
You're held in by 

your faithful 

Dove. 
PS. 
I'm very glad you've heard of Bella. 
You'd hear but good, were / the teller! 
Had I an eagle's sky-dtnninion, 
I still would let her stroke my pinion. 
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[This poem is one of a number of early poons by Eliza- 
beth Barrett Barrett, as she then was, which are contained 
in a quarto MS. volume disposed of at the sale of Browning 
MSS. in 1913. "The Maiden's Death" is undated, but 
stands among others, one of which bears the date 1839. 
It was first printed in the ComkiU Magasine, December 

Is she dj^? ye who grieve 
Do answer "Yea." And will she leave 
Our world so soon, and separate be 
From this life^ unresting sea, . . . 
Where tlie harpies' ghastly motion 
Hovers; and the wind's hoarse passion 
Raves; and there's no room nor rest 
For the halcyon's fabled nest? 
From these depths the heavens draw 
Her drops of life by nature's law, 
To form cloud in angels' sight, 
niumined by the great god light 

She is dying, ye who know 
Beauty's fairness in a show — 
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Youth's high dreams where angels enter, 
Dreamt on some low peradventm:e — 
Wealth's soft strewing of the ways, 
Love's deep vowing in self praise — 
Weep for her who doth remove 
From beauty, youth, wealth — ay! and lovel 
But . . . but ye — for I am turning 
Unto some of wider learning — 
Ye who know how tears find place 
Twist the show-mask and the face — 
How dream-pillows slide away 
Leaving foreheads on the clay — 

How the foot may smoothly tread, 
While the thomwreath pricks the head — 
How the mouth, with love-vows laden. 
Soon ... oh, weep not for that maiden 1 

Dust to dust! She lies beneath 
The stone which speaks to life of death ! 
Young, beauteous, wealthy 'neath the sun, 
And loved ! yet who weep for her? Notu. 
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(lliis poetical tribute, interesting alike from its literary 
and its personal connection, was first printed in the Corn- 
lull Magaune for May 1914, where the editor appended the 
following note: — 

The Editor tenders grateful than^, on his own behalf 
and that of his readers, to Mrs. Barrett Browning for her 
goieroua gift to him of the original manuscript which is 
here printed. For more than sixty years this tribute, by 
the authoress of "Aurora Leigh," to Robert Lytton (Edward 
Robert Bulwer-Lytton, and Baron and ist Earl Lytton, 
r83i-9i), mare generally known as "Owen Meredith," has 
been forgotten. 

The poem was written at Bagnl di Lucca in the summer 
of 1853, when Robert Lytton, then an attache at the Flor- 
ence Legation, was staying with the Brownings- It was 
here too, when he was with them again in 1S57, that he had 
a severe attack of gastric fever and was nursed by Robert 
Browning. Robert Lytton had scarcely recovered when 
"Penini" Browning, a boy of ei^t years, was similarly 
attacked, but in a mild form; during his illness, seeing his 
mother's anxious face bending over him, the child said, 
"Think it's a Uttle boy in the street; and you won't feel so 
badly." 

The MS. is in the dear but delicate caligrapfay of Mrs. 

Browning, without a sing^ correction, and written on both 

135 
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sides of a hall-sheet of paper, with a deep gash in the upper 
edge. The MS. was fonnerly in the possession of Miss 
Browning, who copied on a large sheet the full text of the 
three stanzas imperfect in the torn original. Miss Browning 
gave both of these MSS. to Mrs. Barrett Browning, who has 
kept them until to-day "in a little box of personal tieasures." 



O NOBLE heart, noble soul, live 

Our leader, and king of us all! 
Take the love which we languish to give; 

Give the love without which we must fall. 



You — brave shoulders of Atlas, just strong enough 
To bear up a world much in want of it! 

You — the wise heart that's probed our life long 
enough 
To pardon the nonsense and cant of it! 



An eye that looks straight on to God, 
And a tongue that can baffle the Devil,— 

A wit that walks forth silver-shod, 
And sets a fair front against Evil. 
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When you speak — as you speak — I tliink Paul 

At Athens, posterity teaching, 
Said such words, thought such thoughts, just let fall 

Such grand language as yours, in his preaching. 



Yet bear with us! think for us! speak for us! 

There is none we can honour above you. 
When you think, our own thoughts are too weak 
for us, — 

When you speak, we are silent — and love you. 



You are strong: we are weak and the jostle 
Of life seems to hurt us too much: 

But you, O beloved, O apostle, 
Leave healing behind in your touch. 



Light and warmth — the whole of you piling 

Its own magnihcent gladness: 
But he that would prove your wise smiling 

Must have probed all the sources of sadness. 
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vm 

For o'er depth below depth of youi being 
Unfathomed the soul of you sle^H: 

And your great smile is still too all seeing, 
A rainbow that arches the deeps. 



All that strength! all that power! yet so pliantl 
You're so great we could never come near you, 

Were it not that the chUd with the giant 
Is mixed — and we honour — ^not fear you. 



but for old times for one moment! 

How we'd hymn you and crown you, and bring 
you 
Through the Forum with praising and comment. 

Stepping proud o'er the flowers we'd fling you. 



We'd die for you gladly, if need were, — 
And ^adly we'd live while we might for you; 

We'd follow wherever your lead were, 
Bdieve in you, hope for you, fij^t for you. 
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These are words, now! and yet — Oh yet live 

Our leader and king of us all! 
Take the love which is all we can give! 

Take large meanings for deeds that are small! 

i8s3. 
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MISS ELIZABETH BJSSETT BAgSETTS CRITICISMS 
OS SOME OF HER FUTURE HUSBAND'S POEMS {1845) 

[From a MS., consisting of 56 pages, octavo, found among 
her papers and included in the sale of the Browning Collec- 
tions, in 1913. Some extracts were published in an article 
"Of the Browning MSS." by Sir Frederic G. Kenyon, 
K.C.B., in the ContkHlMagazitie, August 1913 (see page ix).I 

A SOUL'S TRAGEDY 
One who don't forego — 
The after-battle work- 
Strictly speaking, is not "doesn't" the right abbre- 
viation for only the third person? I don't — he 
doesn't. "Who won't go" you might say with 
accuracy, perhaps. 

"Who's me" — ^it soimds awkward — "what's I?" 
Yet I doubt altogether what fine part of the di- 
alogue all this is. Would "what's me" soimd less 
awkward? "What's me" — "it's man in me." Yes, 
I think it shoidd be "what": for the relation of the 
"it "afterwards. 

Wast not enough that I must strive, I s^d, 
To grow so far familiar with all you 
As find and take some way to get you — which 
To do, an age seemed far too little. 
140 
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There is something obscure, as it strikes me in 
the expression of this. "As to find" seems nec- 
essary to the construction. But "all you " (besides) 
i^pears to lead the thought from Eulalia, and you 
mean Eulalia — I think. The reader will doubt here, 
and have first and second thoughts. 

Not missed a cloak from wardrobe, nor a dish from table 

Why such a dragging line just here? An over- 
sight, probably. The second "nor a" might drop 
out to advantage. 



THE FWlTEies NAME 
But this— 80 surely this met her eye 

fe it hypercritical to complain of the "this eye "? 
X seldom like the singular "eye" — and then, when it 
is a Spanish eye! The hne is not a great favourite 
of mine altogether — and the [>oem is — and you see 
the least 3pe<^ on a Venice glass: and if it is "my 
fancy" at least I speak it off my mind and liave 
done with it. The beauty and melody we never 
shall have done with . . . none of us. 

Flower, you Spaniaid, look you grow not. 
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I inquire if it should not be "look that you grow 
not." 

Mind tbe pink shut mouth opens never. 

A clogged line — b it not? Difficult to read. 

Roses, are you so fair after all? 
And I just a^ whether to put it in the affirmative 
thus — 

Roses, ye aie not so fair after all, 

does not satisfy the ear and mind better? It is only 
asking, you know. 

SIBIUNDUS SCSAFNABURGESSIS 
And under the arbutus and kurustine. 
Are these pluraUties quite correct? You know 
best. . . - And I doubt, at worst. If you wrote: 

And under the arbute and laurustine 
it would seem to me a more consistent course . . . 
but I do not attempt even to decide. 

Ob tbe droppings have played their tri<^ 
" Oh well have the droppings " you had written — 
and better written, I think. 

While slowly our poor friend's leaves were swampdng. 
Clasps cracking, and covers st^if^ins- 
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Or query . . . "while clasps were cracking and 
covers suppling." A good deal is to be said for the 
abrupt expression of the "text" . . . buttheother 
is safer . . . and less trustii^ the reader. You 
will judge. Do you know that this poem b a great 
favourite with me — it is so new, and full of a creep- 
ing, crawlii^ grotesque life. Ah, but ... do you 
know besides, it is almost r^roadiable in you to 
hold up John Knox to derision in this way I 

THE BOY AND THE ANGEL 

Morning, noon, eve and niibt. 

Do you prefer this to 

Morning, evening, noon and ni^t — 

for riiythm, Z mean? 

As if thy vcHce to-day. 

I think you must have meant to write 

As wdl as if tby voice to^y. 

Not that the short lines are not good in their places. 

In heaven God said "nor day nor nlgjit 
Brinp one voice of my delight" 

Taking this verse with the context, will you con- 
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sider if " God said in heaven " is not of a simple and 
rather solenmer intonation. The next line I do not 
like much. It might be more definite in meaning, 
I think. 

Entered tbe empty cell 

And [dayed the craftsman welt 

Do you prefer to have short lines in this place, and 
why? 

Then forth sprang Gabriel's wings, off fell 
The desh, remained the cell. 

Is not something wrong here? If you mean that 
the flesh remained in the cell (named before), you 
do not say; and what else is said? 

To the east with prayer he turned: 
And in the angel burned. 

I like and see plainly this burning in of the ai^l 
upon Theocrite as he looks to the east; but I doubt 
whether it will be as clear to all readers, you suggest 
it so very barely. Would not a touch or two im- 
prove the revelation? Do think. 

Be again the boy all curled. 

At any rate you will write "be then again" . . . 
will you not? But I doubt about the curled boy — 
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any one "becurled" may be right — but a curied boy 
"tout rond" does strike me as of questionable 
correctness. Think, yourself. And I do ask you to 
think besides, whether a little dilation of the latter 
stanzas of this simple noble ballad wouM not in- 
crease the significance and effect of the whole. 
Readers will not see at a glance all you have cast 
into it, unless you make more surface — it is my im- 
pression, at least. 

THE WMB AT ST. PRAXEVS 

GIA Gandolf camt me in, despite my caie, 
For a shrewd snatch, &c. 

Is that "came me in " a correct egression . . . 
or, rather, does it express? . . . Does it not make 
the meaning hard to get at? 

This is a wonderful poem, I think, and classes 
with those works of yours which show most 
power . . . most unquestionable genius in the high 
sense. You force your reader to sympathise pos- 
itively in his glory in bdng buried! And what a 
grand passage that is, beginning— 

And then. Lord, I shall lie through centuries 
And hear the blessed mutter of the mass, &c. 
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THE LJBORATORY 
Hie soul from those strong grey eyes — say no. 
Will you read this line with the context, and see 
if the rhythm is not perplexed in it? 

Could I keep them but one half minute fixed, she'd faD. 
Why not "she would fall"? 

Not that I bid you spare her pain. 
And the rhythm here! Is it well done that it should 
change? 

But brush the dust off me, kst Horror then springs. 
The last words are clogged, I think . . . and the 
expression seems forced. 

ENGLAND IN ITALY. AUTUMN AT SORRENTO 
While I lull you asleep till he's o'er 
With his black in the skies. 

I don't like "he's o'er " much, or at all perhaps. 
There is something to me weak and un-sirocco-like 
in the two contractions. Would 

Till he carries 

Hb bkck from the skies 

be more active^ 

Twas time, for your laag diy autumn. 
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I just doubt if "and dty" m^bt not improve the 
rhythm— doubt. Only if the emphasis k properly 
administered to "long," nothing of course is wanted 
— only, again, it is trusti:^ to the reader 1 

What was in store. 

Surely "what change" or "what fate" or some 
additional word should assist the rhythm in this 
place. The line is broken and short. 

Touch the strange lamps. 

I do like all tbis hving description — hving descrip- 
tion which never lived before in poetry, and now will 
live always. These hshes have suffered no earth- . 
change, though they lie here so grotesquely plain 
between rhyme and rhyme. And the grave fisher 
too — and the children "brown as his shrin^"! 

You see round his neck. 

Why not "and you see round his neck" ... for 
riiythmP The line stops you: and you need not 
stop, when you are looking at him, to "see round 
his neck." 

Hie treading of the grapes is admirable paint- 
ing — ^That "breathless he grows" so true to life — 
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and the effort to "keep the grapes imdra"" — all 
admirable. 

Back to my side, etc. 

Is not some word, some dissyllable (as if you 
were to write "back again," &c.) wanted for 
rhythm — reading it with the preceding line? 

Evet some new head and breast of them. 

Should it not be written "with ever some, etc. "? 
These mountains and their infinite movement 
are finely true. 

How the soft plains they look on snd h>ve so 
As they would pretend 
Tower beneath them — (lower). 

I do not see the construction. " Is lower " put here 
as a verb? and, if correctly, is it clearly, so put. 
All's silent and grave. 

Why not " all is sUent and grave, " without abbre- 
viation? Tlie rhythm gains by it, I think. 



Would not "as greenly as ever " take the rhythm 
tm better? 

Years canaot sever. 
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Quaere . . . "and years" or "For years." 

Though the one breast high in the water 

Quaere . . . "bosom-high" for rhythm. 

When shall we sail there together. 

You have effaced . . . "Oh when shall we." But 
the exclamation seems wanted for rhj^thm and 
e]q>ression — does it not? 

Oh to sail round them, close over 

The line is broken, I think. Should it not dther be 

And oh, to sail round them, 
or 

(A, to sail round and round them? 
Hiat ruffle the grey sea-wata. 

Why not "The grey ocean water "for rhythm? All 
beautiful description. 

The square black tower on the largest. 

Did you write "huUt on the largest" because the 
eternal rhythm? How tired you are! as you said 
once to me. 

Strikes the great ^oom. 
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For clearness, the personal pronoun is wanted, 
I fancy. What "strikes"? 

And DOW come out, you best one. 

Quaere, if it would not be well to repeat the 
"come out" — 

And now come out, come out, &c. 

The priests mean to stamp. (stomp). R. B. 

But is this word "stamp," and is it to rhyme to 
"pomp." I object to that rhyme — /// 

I think it will strike you, when you come to 
fir>i <iTi this unfinished poem, that all the rushii^ and 
hurrying life of the descriptions of it, tossed in one 
upon another like the grape bunches in the early 
part, and not "kept under" by ever so much 
breathless effort on the poet's part, can be very 
little adapted to send anybody to sleep . . . even 
if there were no regular dinner in the middle of it all. 
Do consider. For giving the sense of Italy, it is 
worth a whole library of travel-books. 

ITALY IN ENGLAND 

A serene, noble poem this is — an heroic repose in 
it — but nothing to imagine queries out of, with 
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whatever good will. I like the simplicity of the 
great-heartedness of it (though perhaps half Saxon 
in character), with the Italian scenery all round — 
it is very impressive. 

I would grasp Metternich until 
I felt his throat, and bad my will. 

After all the abjuring of'queries, . . . isnot"had 
my will" a little wrong? — I would what I wouid. 
There is a weakness in the expression. Is there not? 

PICTOR IGNOTUS-FLORENCE 

like a tbunder sunk 
To the centre of an instant. 

Is there not something obscure in the expression? 
And it is all so fine here, that you should let the 
reader stand up as straight as he can to look rotmd. 

Or rapture 6xooped her eyes as when her brood 
Full down the nesting dove's heart to its place. 

A most exquisite image, and perfect in the expres- 
sion of it, I think. 

Ever new hearts made beat and bosoms swell. 

The construction seems to be entangled a little 
by this line; and the reader pauses, he clears mean- 
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ing to himself. Why not dear it for him by vritiiig 
the line thus, for instance? — 

New hearts being made to beat, and breasts to sweU. 

Or something better which will strike you. Will 
you consider? 

And thus to reach my home, where Age should greet. 

Should you not write it. . . . "Of reacliing thus 
my home," &c.? The constnictioii taking you 
back to what he dreamed of — first he dreamed "of 
going," and then "of reaching" his home, &c. — 

And then not go to heaven, &c 

Fine, aU this! 

These men may buy us, sell us, 8ec. 

Meaning pictures, by "us." But the reader 
cannot see it until afterwards, and gets confused. 
Is it not so? And, moreover, I do think that by a 
touch or two you might give a clearer effect to the 
previous verses about the "gibing," &c. Hiispoem 
is so fine, so full of power, as to claim every possible 
attention to the working of it; it begins greatly, 
grandly, and ends so — the winding up winds up the 
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soul in it. The versification, too, is noble — and 
altogether it classes with your finest poems of the 
length. Does it not in your own mind? I cannot 
tell you how much it impresses mine. 



THE CONFESSIONAL 
Vfiik love and truth his brow was bright 

Looked bright — seemed so — should it not be, for 
the meaning? 

And lol — there, smiled the father's face. 

You know the best, of course; but to me, it 
seems strange that she should have seen "the 
father's face " at all in the shadow of that scaffold. 

No part in aught they hope or fear! 
No heaven with them, &c. 

You think at first that she means to abjure 
having any part with them; but afterwards the 
construction seems to swing round to another side. 
Does not this stanza require clearing by a moment's 
attention? It is a striking, thrilling poem too, to 
make it quite worth while. 
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GBENT TO AIX 



You have finely distanced the rider in Rookwood 
here — not that I should think of saying so, if we 
had not talked of him before. You have the very 
trampling and breathing of the horses all through; 
and the seutunent is here in its right place, through 
all the physical force and di^lay. Hien the diffi- 
cult management of the three horses, of the three 
individualities; and Roland carrying the interest 
with him triumphantly. I know you must be 
proud of the poem; and nobody can forget it who 
has looked at it once. 

Lokeren, the cocks ciew and twilight seemed dear. 

I doubt about " twilight seeming clear. " Is it a 
happy expression? But I only doubt, you know. 
The leaping up of the sun afterward, and the cattle 
standing back against him, and staring through the 
mist at the rider, — all that, — I do not call it picture, 
because it is so much better: it is the very sun and 
mist and cattle themselves. 

And I like the description of Roland; I like Mm — 
seeing him; with one sharp ear bent back and the 
other pricked out — it is so livingly the horse, even 
to me who knew nothing of horses in the ordinary 
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way of sitting down and trying to remember what I 
know, but who recognise this for a real horse gallop- 
ing. By the way, how the "galloping" is a good 
galloplAg word! And how you felt it, and took the 
effect up and dilated it by repeating it over and 
over in your first stanza, . . . doubling, folding 
one upon another, the hoof-treads. 

I gaUoped, Dirck gailoped, we galloped all three. 
Good speed ciied the watch as the east gate undiew; 
Good ^>eed from the wall, to us galloping through. 
The gate shut the potter, the light sank to rest, 
And into the midnight we gaihped abreast 

One query at the last stanza. 

Iliat th^ saved to have drank our duke's health in but 
grieved. 

You mean to say . . . "would have grieved" 
... do you not? The construction seems a little 
imperfect. 

TIMES SEFENGES 
Be docs though; and if some vein. 

Will you consider, taking the context, whether 
"He does himself " would not be better? 

If I lived to try 
I should just turn round nor ope an eye. 
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Do you like "nor ope an eye" ? I cannot much. 
Nor do I like the "living to /ry." You see how I tell 
you the truth. My truth. As I fancy I see the 
truth. 

As all my genius, all my learning 
Leave me, where tfaeie's no returning. 

Is not that in the last line . . . somewhat weak 
and indefinite, for you? 

And pwchase her the dear inoile. 

I protest zealously against that word. Now isn't 
it a vulgarism, and out of place altogether here? 
It seems to me, while I appreciate the conception of 
this poem fully, and much admire some things in it, 
that it requires more finishing than the other poems 
— I mean particularly the first part, but may be as 
wrong as possible notwithstanding. I do beseech 
you in r^ard to all these notes to separate the 
right from the wrong as carefully as possible ! And 
in the hope of your doing so, I have ventured to 
put down every thing that came into my head. 
£. B. B. 
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Parti 
Not till from Us tent 

Would you not rather write "until" here, to 
break the course of monosyllables, with another 
reason? 

For in the black midtent silence 
three drear days. 

A word seems omitted before silence — and the 
short line is too short to the ear — not to say that 
"drear days" conspires against "dread ways" 
found afterwards. And the solemn flow of these 
six lines should be uninterrupted, I think. 

The entrance of David into the tent is very visible 
and characteristic — and you see his youthfulness in 
the activity of it — and the repetition of the word 
"foldskirts" has an Hebraic effect 

But soon t descried 

Something more black than the blackness. 

Should it not be "A something" ?— more def- 
initely? And the rhythm cries aloud for it, it 
seems to me. 

The vast, ufoight — 
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Quaere — "the upright" ... for rhythm? 

Then a sunbeam burst thro' the blind tent-roof 
Showed SauL 

Now, will you think whether to enforce the admi- 
rable effect of your sudden sunbeam, this first line 
should not be rendered more rapid by the removal 
of the closing epithet "blind " — which you repeat, 
too, I believe, farther on in the next page. What if 
you tried the line thus — 

Then a sunbeam that borst through the tent-rocrf— 
Showed Saul I 

The manifestation in the short line appears to 
me completer, from the rapidity being increased in 
the long one. I only ask — It is simply an impres- 
sion — I have told you how very fine I do think all 
this showing of Saul by the sunbeam — and how 
the more you come to see him, the finer it is. The 
"All heavily hangs, " as a^Jlied to the king-serpent, 
you quite feel in your muscles. 

Partll 

The breaking of the band of lilies rotmd the harp 

is a relief and refreshment in itself after that 

dreadful sight And then how beautifully true it 
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is that the song should b^in so . . . vith the 



As one after one 

Dodle they come to the pen-door. 

But the rhythm should not intetnipt itself 
where the sheep come dodlely — and is not a word 
wanted ... a syllable rather . . . before that 
"Docile." Will you consider? 

"The long glasses stifling the water." How 
beautiful tfhat is! 

One after erne seeks its lodg^ 

As star follows star 

Into the blue far above ua, 

— So blue and so farl 

It appears to me that the two long lines require 
a syllable each at the begimung, to keep the proces- 
sion of sheep uninterrupted. The ear expects to 
read every long and short line in the sequence of 
this metre as one long line. And where it cannot do 
so, a loss ... an abruption ... is felt — and 
th«e should be nothing abrupt in the movement of 
these pastoral, starry images. Do you think so? 
Is it not Goethe who compares the stars to sheep? 
Which you reverse here. 
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Part in 
Would we might lielp thee, ray brother? 

Why not "Oh, would," &c. — ^it throws a wailiato 
the line, and swells the rhythm rightly, I think. 

Next she whom we count 

■me beauty, the pride of our dweOing. 

Why not "For the beauty" — or "As the 
beauty"? 

But I stopped— for here, in the dattnesB 
Saul groaned. 

Very fine — and the preceding images full of 
beauty and characteristic life! — ^but in this long 
line, I just ask tf the rhythm would gain by repeat- 
ing "here" . . . thus — 

But I stop liere — for here in the H^Anp^n — 

I just ask, being doubtful. 

And the shaking of the tent from the shudder of 
the Xing. . . . What effect it all has!— and I like 
the jewels waking in his turban! 

So the head — but the body stirred not 

If you wrote "So the head — but the body . . . 
that stirred not" Just see the context. 
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Softly and well. 

Is not a syllable wanted at the beginning of the 
short line, to make the water warble softly . . . 
"right softly"? 

And heard her fiunt tongue 
Join in, while it a>uld, to the witness. 

Would "Joining in" be better to the ear? 

And promise and wealth for the future. 

I think you meant to write " the " before promise. 

All I said about the poem in my note, I think 
more and more. Full of power and beauty it is, — 
and the conception, very striking. 

E. B. B. 

WSIA 
ACT I, Scene i 
And vaunted Luria, Luiia, who but he? 
Whom but him — ^is it not? 

This Moor of the bad faith, etc. 
You say afterwards "The boy" and "the 
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stranger" to carry forward the emphasis? 

Which pass not, to yourself no question put. 

You are fond of that absolute construction — but I 
thmk that sometimes it makes the meanlog a little 
doubtful, and here there is some weakness from 
the inversion — ^you ^mply mean to say — "Which, 
do not pass without consideration." Then, the 
"put" is a bad word at ail times to my ear. 

Who think thooselves your lords, such slaves are they? 

Do you gain anything by the inversion? If you 
write "They are such slaves," do you not on the 
contrary gain in force of opposition, propriety of 
accent, and directness? 

If as you bid this sentence they pranonnce. 

I cease to protest against the frequrat inversions. 
Why not Mnq>Iy 

If they pronounce this sentence as you bid? 

Is there an objection? And it gives the effect, 
I think, of more impulse to these noble lines. 
From the adoting atmy at his back 
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Query — from that adoring. 
How I like 

That thin flitting instantaneous steel 

Against the blind bull front of a bnite-force worldtl 

It is a noble, expressive figure. 

The description of Luria, too, admirable, or more. 
The "bared black aims held out into the sun from 
the tent opening" — ^what a picture! — and the 
laugh when the horse drops his forage — one knows 
Luria from henceforth. 

Finely characteristic, the "You too have thought 
that." 

Bury it ... so I write the Signoiy. 

I think you oug^t to have the preposition, either 
by "Bury it . . . write I to the Signory," or by 
putting the " to " into the text as it is, which would 
not ruffle the line too much. 

And yet renounce the same, its hour gone by. 

This eloquence of Bracchio should be quite im- 
involved — ^now should it not? — the connection of 
the two different sentences run clearly. Why not 
without the inversion? 
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Have ever proved too much for Florentines 
Even for the best and bravest of ourselves — 
/^ in the struggle, when the soldier's sword 
Before the statist's hand should sink its point, 
And to the cahn head, yield, the violent hand, 
Virtue on virtue still have fallen away 
Before ambition — 

By shifting a few of the unimportant words so, 
you make it clear to run and read. And then by 
this shifting, you escape a rather questionable- 
looking opposition of "after" and "before," in "If 
virtue after virtue still have fallen before ambition." 

So shall in him rebellion be less guilt, 
And punishment for me the easier task. 

I propose, still without the inversion — 

So shall rebellion be less guilt in km. 
And punishment the easier task for me. 

Is not the emphasis better marked so? 

Evoi these reasons while I urge them most — 
This soimds to my ear numericaUy a weak line — 
this setting of "Even" as a dissyllable to open a 
line. "Why, even these reasons while I urge them 
most" would seem to give more freedom — Will you 
ring it, and later? 

And which it took for earnest, &c 
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Did you mean to write "All which"? A sl^ of 
the pen perhaps? 

Florence, to feel, in someone over me. 

I quite understand — but the construction is not 
clear notwithstanding. A word will do it. And 
how fine and joyous and generous all this b of 
Lima! And this turning (afterwards) from the 
' east's "drear vastness," and the acclimating of 
his soul to the west . . . noble it is, as he 
spt^e it. 

Yes, and how worthy note, the truly great ones. 

If you put "that those same great ones," you 
make it clearer. To apprehend the construction 
at once, the reader seeks a "that," it seems to me. 
The thought is excellent 

Convinces me ... no child's play was the past 

Now if you wrote straightforwardly "Con- 
vinces me the past was no child's play" — is there an 
objection? Because there is a "most say" in the 
next line which occupies the precisely corresponding 
place to "child's play" and, so, jingles. Or is it 
a mere fancy of mine? And then, where nothing 
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is gained by an inversion, the simpler fonn seems 
better. 

Now make the duplicate, if this should faO, 
Query, "... lest thb should fail" ? 

"So plays." — 

Is the connection clearP Or the tneanii^ even? 
Do you mean "So in plays." . . . "It is so in 
plays." But then you set your readers think- 
ing ... or rather looking through the dictionary. 

Acrn 

Wdl, Florence, shall I reach thee, pierce thy heart 
Thro' all the safeguards, pass 'twixt all the play 
Of arrowy wiles. 

Does it not look, at least, like a confusion of 
metaphor? Though a person may be defended 
from a dagger, for instance, by a shower of arrows 
preventing the approach of an assassin, still it 
would simplify it, if you made the means of defence 
the sevenfold of a shield, or the subUe linkings of a 
mail. Is it worth a consideration? 

Nor man's device, nor heaven to keep in mind 
The wickedness forgot too soon. 
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Mi^t it be written 

Nor man's device, ma beavrai's pure mentoi; 
Of wickedness foigot on earth too soon 
But thy own heart, — 'tis Hell, I trust, and thee 
That finn thou keep, &c 

I do not understand exactfy — "'tis Hell and 
thee." — If you wrote 

It is for heO and thee 
To keep thy £ist course firmly to the end, 

that would be clear — but would it be as you desire? 

And this wild mass of rage that I prepare, 
Luria, to launch against thee. 

Do observe that this line and a half seem to have 
fallen down from the height of the argument into 
a strange place. It is a distracted (instruction . . . 
a little. Would it be straighter to be more coherent, 
if you wrote it somewhat thus: 

turn aside 
For gratitude a sin^ step, or shame . . . 
Grace thou this Luria, . . . this wild mass of rage 
I now piq>are to launch against thyself, . . . 
With other payment. 

For the expectxA wreath the stnnge blow came 
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Query — 
The strange blow came for the eQ>ected wreath. 

When Florence on plain fact pronouncing so 

Could to such actions such an end decree— for mort le mcttt. 

Tell me if aa air of stiffness is not given by such 
unnecessary inversions. You throw important 
words, too, at arm's length from their enqdiasis by 
it in this instance. Query — 

Could judge such actions worthy of such an end. 
not one 
Possible way <A getting his Uh fame. 

If you r^>eat "one," 

not one 
One possible way of getting his fair fame; 

you strengthen the line, do you not? It seems a 
willowy line otherwise. 

Devoted brows are to be crowned no longer 
Whom the smile paid, or word of praise, so welL 

It is not clear — ^will not be to the reader, I 
think — and a word or two more will ensure the 
desired purpose. 

And, either way the fight's event he keeps. 
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It would be clearer and more unquestionable if 
you wrote it, perhaps, 

And, let the fight end either way, he keeps. 

This is the pettiest, paltriest, criticism of straws! 
But just these straws hide the path, with you, some- 
times. 

I^sa's last safeguard, all to intercept 
The rage of her iroplacablest of foes 
FiomPisa. 

Does the construction seem dear to yourself? 
Give us a littie light. 

Therefore should the preponderating gift 
Of love and trust florence was first to throw, 
Made you her own not Pisa's, void the scale. 

I dare to propose " Which made you her own not 
Pisa's, void the scale," because without it, the 
thread of meaning gets entangled. 

And after all you will look galkntly 

Found dead here with that tetter ia your breast. 

Very fine all this. I Infinitely admire the whole 
interview between Luria and Tibiurzio — nothing 
can be nobler. And the suppressed emotion tells. 
That as they know my deeds, with me thty deaL 
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Why aot "That as they know my deeds th^ deal 
with me"? 

Oh this Luiial how great he is. 

The pahn trees aad the pyiamid o'er all. . . 

Don't coop up such a wide desert-Hue by the 
contracted "o'er," jingling with "all" too. There 
is reran for "over all" suurely, said out broadly. 
Treachery even — that such an one say. 

The line seems to want strengthening by another 
syllable — "Of treachery even. . . ?" I only ask. 

ACT in 
Nor did this urge me, that if judge I must. 

You will wonder when I complain of darkness 
here — ^but certainly it is doubtfully worded — "Nor 
did this urge me." 

Each knowledge that broke through a heart to life, 
Each reasoning it cost a brain to yield. 

A noble first line and thoughtl And should you 
not interpose a word in the second? . . . "Each 
reasoning that it cost," &c., or if you wrote. . . . 
"Each reasoning which to work out, cost a brain." 
Oh, it is only that the second line appears to sound 



fbyGoogIc 



LVRIA 171 

feebly in comparison with the great thing it has to 
say, and also with the great line pretxding it in 
utteraiu^. And then I write down what ccmies 
into my head. Bracdo's justification of Florence 
is (for the rest) very subtle and noble — one half 
forgives Bracdo in it 

Who did the several acts youiselves gave names. 

You mean "Gave names to." Then why not say 
"yourselves have named "? For clearness. 

He goes on like the brute he is aga«u( 
It fells befoie him, or he dies in his comae. 

Did you mean to write "against," and not ratiier 
"until"? The interest is carried nobly on through 
this act. Poor Luria ! 



ACTIV 

Just where you left than blacks and whites youll find. 
Why not, O you inverter? — 
You'U find just where you left them, blacks and iriiites. 
I like the thought so much. 

Your tricks with me too weD succeed for that. 
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Query— Your tricks succeed with me too well 
for that? 
Is there an objection? 

Duty to do have I, and faith to keep. 

Query — "Duty O have I to do." Pucdo ^>eaks 
admirably yet like a soldier. 

Set for your heart on stoutness ne'er bo film. 

Which line I do not very much like. I don't like 
a firm stoutness, or a heart set firmly on, stout- 
ness . . . read it any way, and I set about objec- 
tions. 

Far too plain 
Souls ahow themselves for men to choose and read. 

It seems to me that the whole of this passage is 
somewhat diffusely given, and not distinctly. If 
this soul-reading is so easily achievable by boys, 
is it a consequence that Luria should be read wrong? 
Will you look and raise your wand once? 

How thinkest thou? I have turned on them their arms. 

Is there an objection to making this clear by 
repeating the word "light"? 

I have tunted their light on Aem. 
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Tbea in the next line — 

A transient thing was this our thiist of war. 

If you wrote "They called our thirst of war a 
transient thing," you allow the reader to see at a 
glance what otherwise he will seek studiously. And 
so worthy of all admiration it is, this discourse of 
Husein's with his true doctrine, that "all work, is 
fighting." 

Iprodaim 
Hie angel in thee and reject the sprites. 

A fine expression — the first; but why not write 
"spirits" at length? 

Above them which still safelier bids them live. 

Not a veiy favourite line perhaps of mine — but 
the "weaklia'" must stand so near it, anywise. See 
below. 

Ilie word "break" too ends two several- lines. 
My belief is that the whole passage will strike you as 
diffused and that you will teach it to coil up gather- 
ing strength. Domizia speaks her speech for the 
rest eloquently and well — she has her side of truth 
like the rest — and one feels for poor Luria so mudi 
the more — " Tis well fra th^n to see — but him?" 
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Poor Luria, how great and benigoaat in drcutn- 
stances vbicb makes misanthropes of other men I 
It is veiy fine ... all to the end. 

ACT V 
Evo) affects the other course to choose. 

I do not like the lines which begin "Ev^," 
making a dissyllable of it; they sound weak to me. 
But there is an objection here beside, because . . . 
observe the meaning . . . you do not mean to 
say "it even affeds the other course," &c., but that 
"It aflEects even the other cowse" &c. Do you 
see? I am always making that mistake myself , and 
everybody makes it . . . but there is a right and a 
wrong way after all. If you wrote "affects the 
other a)UTse even, left to choose" or "Affects even 
the other course we have to choose" — see? — I ad- 
mire the dialogue here. It is suggestive and full 
besides. 

And having disbelieved your innocence 
How can she trust your magnanimity? 

True and overcoming . . . and put so excellently 
well. The suggested pathos of this ^tuation . . . 
how deep it is! Poor great Lurial I feel that I 
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ought not to be able to count the trdoil whra lifted 
to the sununit of a mountain. But I do not like 
that little ending word to Pucdo's speech, "You 
bid." "Bid" — the accent on "bid." Won't you 
say "you bid me," at least? 

Being the thrice chivaJric soul we know. 

Is there an objection to saying . . . "He being 
the," &c., because there seems a weakness other- 
wise — to ike ear, I mean. 

As greater now who better still hath been. 

Why not . . . "As greater now who hath been 
better still?" It is more natural, more clear, less 
stiff perhaps. 

God's finger marks distinction aQ so fine, &c. 

I admire this excellent true thought, which 
cannot be said better nor clearer. 

Wfaose lambent i^y so all innocuous seemed. 

Or . . . "Whose lambent play seemed so innoc- 
uous." Why object to natural sequency of words? 

The everlasting minute of creation 
Arrested. 
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Fine, that is. But I do not see what business 
"arrested" has — it darkens. I fancy "suqiended" 
might convey the thought— might it not? But 
perhaps neither word is needed. 

TTie play ends nobly, bearing itself up to its own 
height to the last . . . and leaving an impression 
which must be an emotion with all readers. Do 
think that just my first thoughts have been set down 
in these notes, and take them at their worth — or 
no-worth. 

£. B. B. 
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ROBERT BROWNINGS ANSWERS TO QUESTIONS CON- 
CERNING SOME OF HIS POEMS ' 

By A. Allen Brockington 

In the early days of 1888 a dub, styled "The Day's 
End Club," was formed in the dty of Exeter, to 
study ointeniporaiy Uteratuie. 

On February 18, 1889, a member read to the 
Club six of Robert Browmng's shorter poems. He 
bad paraphrased some, and his reading and notes 
provoked mudi discussion. The Rev. Sadtville A. 
Berkeley, who had become acquainted with Brown- 
ing at Oxford, offered to write to the poet, and 
state the difficulties of the members. 

Answering the questions Browning wrote: 

"I am delighted that you remember me, and 
have interest ^ough in my writings to put the 
questions concerning them which you obligingly 
do: I suppose the readiest way of answer will be 
to return them with what explanations occur to 
me duly appended." 

1 Rei»iated {rom the ConMU Magmne, Maidi 1914. 
J77 
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This letter, dated February 22, 1889, was written 
at 29 De Vere Gardens. Though Browning was 
within a few months of his death at this time, the 
handwriting shows no trace of weakness. It is as 
firm and characteristic as in those of bis earlier life. 

The following is a copy of the paper. The poet's 
answers are italicised. 



My last Duchess 

Was she In fact shallow and easily and equally 
well pleased with any favour: or did the Duke so 
describe her as a supercilious cover to real and well 
justified jealousy? 

As an excuse — mainly to kmself — for taking 
revenge on one who had unwillingly wounded 
his absurdly pretentious vanity, by failing to 
recognise his superiority in even the most ^fling 
matters. 

" 'Fr4 Pandolf * by des^": 
By what design? 

To have some occasion for telling the ^ory, 
and illustrating part of it. 



) by Google 
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In a Gondola 
Was she true, or in tlie con^iracy? 
Out of it. 

Earth's Immortalities 
"Love": 

Is the refrain — " (Love me for everl) " cynical, or 
sad, or trustful? 

A mournful comment on the short duration of 
the conventional "For Everl" 

Parting at Morning 
"And the need of a world of men for me": 
Is this an expres^on by her of her sense of loss of 
him, or the despairing cry of a ruined woman? 

Neither: U is las confession of how fleeting is 
the belief {implied in the first part) that such rap- 
tures are self-sufficient and enduring — as for the 
time they appear. 
The question concerning "Parting at Morning" 
expresses a difficulty that has been felt by many 
readers. Indeed one would hardly a>nclude that 
Browning referred to the "Sun" in the third line: 
And straight was a path of gold for him. 
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In the preface to his Selections published in 1873, 
Browning says: 

A few years ago, had such as opportunity pre- 
sented itself, I might have been tempted to say a 
word in reply to the objections my poetry was 
used to encounter. Time has kindly co-operated 
with my disinclination to write the poetry and the 
criticism besides. The readers I am at last privi- 
leged to expect meet me fully half-way; and if, 
from the fitting stand-point, they must still "cen- 
sure me in their wisdom," they have previously 
"awakened their senses that they may the better 
judge." Nor do I apprehend any more charges 
of being wilfully obscure, unconsdentiously care- 
less, or perversely harsh. 

Hie passages which follow will explain the ques- 
tions and answers which were given by the poet 

My Last Ducbess 

Perrara 

That's my last Duchess painted on the wall, 
Looking as if she were alive. I call 
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That piece a wonder, now: Fril Pandolf 's hands 
Worked busily a day, and there she stands. 
Will't please you sit and look at her? I said 
"Frd Pandolf" by design: for never read 
Strangers like you that pictured countenance, 
The depth and pas^on of its earnest glance, 
But to myself they turned (since none put by 
The curtain I have drawn for you, but I) 
And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst, 
How such a glance came there; so, not the first 
Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, 'twas not 
Her husband's presence only, called that spot 

Of joy into the Duchess' cheek: 

.... She thanked men — good! but thanked 
Somehow — I know not how — as if she ranked 
My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name 
With anybody's gift 

Eakth's Jjoiortalities 
Love 

So the year's done with I 

(Love me for ever!) 
All March begun with, 

April's oideavour; 



D.nt.zedbyG00g[c 



[82 ItSfF POEUS 

May-wreaths that bound me 

June needs must sever; 
Now snows fall round me, 

Quenching June's fever — 

(Love me for eoerl). 

Parting at Mobning 

Round the cape of a sudden came the sea, 
And the sun looked over the mountain's rim: 
And straight was a path of gold for him, 
And the need of a world of men for me. 
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INDEX TO TITLES OF POEMS 



JEechyhis' Soliloquy 

Ben Earshook's Wisdom 

Brown, Sonnet to Rawdon 

Dance of Death, The . 

Dogma Triumphant, The 

Enchantress, The 

Epistle to a Canary, An . 

Epps . 

First-Bom of Egypt, The 

Forest Thought, A 

Founder of the Feast, Tlie 

Geiouaios Oinos 

Goldoni 

Helen's Tower 

Horace, Translation from ("On Singers") 

"Hour will come. The" 

" Isle's Enchantress, The " 

Joan of Arc and the Kingfisher 

Leila: A Tale .... 

Lines for the Tomb of Levi Linooln Thaxter 

Lines on Felix Moscheles' Painting, "The Isle's I 

chantresa" ..... 
lanes to the Memory of his Parents 
Lytton, To Robert 
Maiden's Death, Hie 

i83 
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INDEX TO TITLES OF POEMS 



"Moses" of Michael Angdo, tlie 

Names, The (To Shakespeare) 

"Oh Love, Love" . , . . , 

On being defied to express in a. hezaineter "You ou^t 

to sit on the Safety-valve" 
OnSingers ..... 

Pindar's Seventh Olympian, Translation from 
Replies to Challenges to Slijone 
Reply to a Telegraphic Greeting 
Round Robin, A . 
Scene in the Building of the Inquisitors at Antwerp, A 
Shakespeare, To — The Names , 
Sonnet, "Eyes calm beside thee" 
Sonnet to Rawdon Brawn 
Thaxtei, Lines for the Tomb of Levi Lina>hi 
To Robert Lytton .... 

Translation from Horace "On Slngeis" 
Translation from Pindar's Seventh Olympian 
True Dream, A . . . . 

Verses from "The Hour will come" 
Why I am a Liberal .... 
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Above the Aegean wave, the sim is glaiiring , 
Ah, tnassal such a fiery oes . 
All singers, trust me, have this common vice . 
And to these Rhodians she, the shaip eyed one . 
And who is He, that, sculptured in huge stone 
Asks anyone — " Where's a t^ for steps? " 
Bancroft, the message-bearing wiie 
Bow to me, bow to me 

Dear Hemes, let's hope, by impounding your Pope 
Dear Hosmer; oi still dearer, Hatty 
Dear unknown fiiend, esteemed Canaiyl 
"Enter my palace," if a prince should say 
Eyes calm beside thee (Lady, could'st thou know!) 
Goldoni — good, gay, sunniest of souls 
Hang youi kickshaws and your made dishes . 
Hear ye not the ^oomy yelling 
"Homs make the buck" cried lash Burdett 
I am an old and solitary man 
I dreamed there was once held a feast . 
If ever you meet a rhinoceros 
I had not an evil end in view 
In far Estfaonian solitudes 
Is she dying? ye who grieve 
My spirit has past on the lightning's wing. 
Now, as she ftdn would bathe, one eventide . 
i8S 
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r 
O Freedom is the watch-tower of the soul . 
O noble heart, noble soul, live .... 
Oh Love, Love, thou that from the eyes diffusest . 
Plane te valvam fas est pressisse saluds 
Shakespeare I — to such name's sounding what succeeds 
Sidled Rawdon Brown: "Yes, I'm departing, Tonil" 
Sweetest of hours! when o'er the murmuring seas . 
That night came on in Egypt with a step 
The blind man to the maiden said . 
Then, what do you say to the poem of Mizpahf 
Therefore the hand of God .... 
Thou, whom these eyes saw never, — Say friends true 
"Tis for me, 'tis for me 

Venus, sea froth's child ..... 
Who hears of Helen's Tower, may dream perchance 
"Why?" Because all I haply can and do 
Wind wafted from the sunset, o'er the swell 
"Words I might else have be«i compelled to say" 
"Would a man 'scape the rod?" . 
You may at Peking as at Foggphonai . 
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The Poetical Works of Elizabeth Banett Browning 

With a Portrait. Edited by Fbedesic G. Kenyon. 
Gloit Edition, Cloth, Soo, $1.7$ net Bdj morocco, $3.50 net 
XIk pnamt volume coDtaini bU the woifci of Mn, SrowiiiDg whkh bive 
been pubUlbed in book form, iocludlng not only lO the contents of the 
standAid copydjEhtledition in six ToLumca, but also the caiLicr pocnu which 
did not come within the scope of that edition. It ia thiu the uM complete 
editxm of Un. BiDwninc'a ROika that has btcn pubUsbed. 

The C>ii^lete Poetical Works of Roliert Browning 
With a Portrait. Edited by Augustine Bixksll 
Globt Edison, Cloth, Sno, fi.j^ nit HaU morocco, $3.30 nit 
Nan Edtlion titilh Nm Poems preparing 

~ , amtunine tJl Mr. Browning'i ngnluly 

in Fsuliiie (iSu) to Asoludo (i88g). In 

. , n cbronokxicu oidei has u fu u panble 

, _utuUr. Browning UmieD reaiTMiged aotoe of hi> aDuUei 

poeraa TeganjQev <ri their dates of publicaticB]. bb pubHahen have not fdt 
themidvM at libcity ia these cues lo adbeie lo chronology. In all the 
poems the poet's latoa nadingi have been followed. 

THE LIFE OF RO^RT BROWNIHO By W. Hall 
Gu>nH. Goth, xiii+34Z_PP- Portr., HI., Seo, $3.50 net 
With Notices <rf His Wiftiags,B3sFaniilr,fid Hit Friends. OHnpletedand 
Edited brHanyChiMivGetUbcUn. With TfaMy-Sevco Ilhistntlms. 
Id tUs vslosbLe addition to every comidete libraiy, Robert Brownfau k 
tsDndit be(M« iu with euaptiontl dearnesa. The neat EngHsb Victonto 
poethfDllowedbamhkeuly childhood in the Pdazn Renonico, to hia 
death in Venice Ddctmbet IS, i88« and his burial in Westmtnster Abbey. 

BROWiaHOPORBEOmNEKS. BxRev.ThoiusRain.MA 
90.60 net 

ROBERT BROWmnG. By G. E. Ceeetextom. English 
Men of tetters Series. fo.^s net 

BROWNING AS A PHILOSOPmCAL AND REUGIOTTS 
TEACHER. By Henkv Jomes^ M.A., LL.D., Professor of 
Moral Philosaphy in the University of Gla^w. 

Neie Edition, ft. 7$ net 

A HAITDBOOE TO THE WORKS OF ROBERT BROWN- 
ING. By UxB. SUTHEKLAND Osz. tl.6o net 

THE BROWNING CTCLOP^DU. a Guide to the Study of the 
Woiks of Robert Browning. With Conious Eiplanatory Notes and Rel- 
enncaa on AH Difficnh PaisBges. By^mdlladoe, Licentiaie of the 
Royal CoUoeof Surgeons, Kuland,etc, etc. Author ofBnwD&u's Mes- 
sage to his Time." ^'Browning as a SdentlGc Poet," etc., etc.— <>.oa mtl 



THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 
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List of the New Globe Poets 

This widely known and long favorite edition of the Poets hat 
just been reissued in a new dress. The size andgeneral ajpect 
ate the same, but the binding is now a dignified pattern of 
dark green cloth, with an outline of gold, and an impressed 
[abel with a golden autograph of the author. While the 
familiar attractiveness has been retained, every advisable 



Prut in decoTOitd dark grten (loth, gilt top, $1.7$ net per volume 
Price in half morocco, gilt edges, fSSO net per volume 

ARNOLD. Poetical Works. By Matthew Arnold. 

BROWNING. Poems. By Mrs. E. B. Browning. 

BROWNING. Poetical Works. By Robert Brown- 
ing. Two Volumes in One. New Edition 
Preparing. 

BURNS. Poems, Songs, and Letters. Beii^ the 
Conqilete Works of Robert Bums. Edited, with 
a Biographical Memoir, by Alexander Smffh. 

BTRON. Complete Poetical Works. By Lord 
Byron. 

CHAUCER. The Works of Geoffrey Chaucer. 
Edited by Alfred W. Pollard, H. Frank 
Heath, Mark H. Liddell, W. S. McCormick. 

COLERIDGE. The Poetical Works of Samn^ 
Taylor Colerii^e. Edited, with a Biographical 
Introduction, by James Dykes Campbell. 

DRYDEN. The Poetical Works of John Dryden. 
Edited, with a Memoir, Revised Text and Notes, 
by W. D. Christie, M.A. 

GOLDSMITH. Miscellaneous Works of Oliver 
Goldsmith. Edited by David Mason, M.A., 
LL.D. 

IRISH POETRY. A Treasury of Irish Poetxy hi 
the English Tongue. Edited by Stofford A. 
Brooke and T. W. Rolleston. 
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List of the New Globe Poetsr-CmHnued 

Price in decorated dark gran clolk, gilt top, fl.fS let per volumt 
Price in half morocco, silt edget, tj.SO lut per toltime 

EEATS. Poems. By John Keats. 

MALORY. Le Morte d*Arthur. Sir Thomas 
Malory's Book of King Arthur and of His 
Noble Knights of the Round Table. The 
Text of Caxton. Edited, with an introduction, 
by Sir Edward Strachey. 

MILTON. The Poetical Works of John Milton. 
Edited, with introduction, by David Masson, 
M.A., LL.D. 

POPE. Poetical Works (tfAloander Pope. Edited 
by A. W. Ward. 

SCOTT. The Poetical Works of ^ Walter ScotL 
With a Biographical and Critical Memoir by 
Francis Turner Palgrave. 

SHAKESPEARE. The Works of William Shake- 
speare. Edited by William George Clark 
and Willum Alois Wright. 

SHELLET. the Poetical Works of Per^ Bysshe 
Shelley. Edited by Edward Dowden. 

SPENSER. The Works of Edmund Spenser. 
Edited from the Original Editions and Manu- 
scripts by R. Morris. With a Memoir by John 
W. Hales, M.A. 

TENN7S0N. Poetical Works. By Lord Tenny- 
son. New Edition. 

WORDSWORTH. The Complete Poetical Works 
of William Wordsworth. With an introduction 
by John Morley. 

THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 
Pablishen 64-66 Pifdi knam H«w Toik 
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Tho Works of John Masefleld 
Philq) die King and oAm Poemi Chtk, izmo, fus «^ 

Containa a powerful poetic drama and new poems oi the an 

Salt Wattt Ballads Chth, i^o. tt.oo «a 

No living poet has caught the irild beauty of the sea, and 
imptiioned it in such haunting verse. Tohn Masefidd hai 
done in theae poenis vhat many consider his finest work. 

A Mainsail Haul ciotk, lamo, $1.25 net 

As a sailor before the mast Masefield has traveled the world 
over. Many of the tales in this volume are his own experi- 
ences written with the sane dramatic fidelity displayea in 

The Tiagedy of Pompey Chih, inmo, >ijs «* 

A play such as only the author of ** Nan " could have written. 
Tense in situation and impressive in its poetry it convejn 
Maaefield's genius in the handling of the dramaltc form. 

The Daffodil Fields. Second EMoa 

Cloth, lamo, $1.3$ n't 
"Neitheiin the design nor in the tellingdid, or could, ' Enoch 
Arden' come near the artistic truth of 'The Daffodil Fields.'" 
— SiK Qun-LiK-CoDCH, Cambridge University. 

The Stoiy of a Round-House, and Other Poems. 
New and Revised Edition Cloth, nmo, fi.so net 

"John Maeefield has produced the finest literature of the 
year."— J. W. Barbie. 

Ahl the stoiy of that rounding the Horn! Never in prose 
has the sea been so tremendously described. 

— Chicago Eoening Post 

The Evedasting Mercy, and The Widow in the 
Bye Street New and Revised EditicHL Cloth, $1.2$ net 
"John Masefield is the man of the hour, and the man <i to- 
morrow too, in poetry and in the pla}rwriring craft." 

—John Galbwoktht 

THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 
PnUiBhofa 6«^M Fttth AvenM Hew Toik 



fbyGoogIc 



fbyGoogIc 



byCoO^lc 



